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A MAHEATTA TALE. 



CHAPTER I. 

There is nothing, perhaps, more effectual to deaden, 
if not to relieve recent misery, than the sensation of 
rapid motiop. Leaning back in the palankeen, with 
the doors now shut, and the fresh breeze blowing re- 
freshingly through the open blinds, Tara felt herself 
burned swiftly and smoothly along, while her attention 
was at once occupied and distracted by the occurrences 
of the journey. Sindphul, its temple and trees : the 
lane which was the bed of the rivulet, through which 
the bearers plashed rapidly : the village gate now shut, 
and its bastions manned with men to keep out ma- 
rauders : the long shady narrow lane, overhung with 
trees; — then, beyond, the plain, covered with rich 
crops of grain now ripening : the shouts of the men 
and boys, perched upon their stages in the fields, 
VOL. III. A 
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slinging stones at birds: the song, drawling and 
monotonous, of the bullock-drivers at the wells, — were 
all familiar objects and sounds to the desolate girl 
being carried rapidly by them. Would she ever see 
them again ? 

As they passed their own garden, she looked among 
the trees — perchance she might see Sudba, the old 
bullock-driver, or Pur^shram, the gardener ; but there 
was no one visible, else she had cried out to them. 
Were they dead, too ? Ah ! how often had she wan- 
dered among the trees there with her mother, and 
watched the butterflies among the flowers! The 
bearers stopped to change opposite the wicket gate, 
and she could see the bright beds of white jessamine, 
unpicked as yet, and large marigolds, and white and 
yellow chrysanthemums, which the men were saving 
for the Dussdra. Who would gather them now ? Over 
them, the same bright yellow and white butterflies were 
hovering in hundreds, and the fierce green and blue 
dragonflies chasing each other, or darting here and 
there, quick as thought, and glistening in the sun. 
Then she remembered the omen in her garden as she 
sat spinning, and fell back on the pillow shuddering. 
It was true. She remembered too that the bird had 
sat for a while, and twittered a sweet low song. Was 
he that bird, that noble, gracious youth, who had spoken 
to her so gently, so kindly? She tried to follow the 
thread of this thought back, but failed. Her mind 
was sadly confused and wandering, now reverting to 
the omen, now to the objects she was passing, and the 



A MAHRATTA TALE. S 

people they met: — who were they? what doing? 
whither going ?-r- to the horsemen, the monotonous 
tramp of whose horses never ceased, some behind, 
some before, some around her, — fierce, dark-bearded 
fellows, whose very proximity she would have dreaded 
before, — ^who were now guarding her respectfully by his 
order ; while the kind old man, to whose charge she 
had been specially committed, rode close to the side 
of the litter, and where the path was narrow, asked her, 
through the blinds, if she were well, and wanted any- 
thing. 

Fazil, son of Afzool ; she remembered the name. 
It was strange to Hindu lips, but had a musical ca- 
dence, which her memory retained as she repeated it 
to herself. Fazil, son of Afzool ; and he had a sister 
Zyna. What would she be like ? Would she be kind 
and loving to her ? like Eadha ? Was he not beautiful, 
and very fair, almost ruddy. 

Into all these channels, confused, and whirling her 
mind hither and thither like dust and straws before 
the wind, her thoughts wandered dreamily, apparently 
avoiding the bare, hideous fact that all were dead 
whom she loved — all who had protected her up to last 
night. But this would not long be denied its place. 
It was a horrible reality not as yet fully understood : 
— which her gentle mind could not grasp. 

Dead! who saw them die? They were alive last 
night, — ^who had killed them ? If she had seen them 
die, that, indeed, would be surety. No, it was not 
true. They could not be dead, — they could not have 
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left her so helpless. It was some fraud, some decep- 
tion. She had not gone far : Sindphul was close by : 
she would run and sit in the garden, and wait for her 
mother ; and she half-opened the door of the litter. 
ShSre Khan rode by it, erect and stern, but bowed down 
to her as the door moved. ** Do you want anything, 
lady V* he said. " GU) to sleep ; it will rest you." 

The Yoice, kind as it was, dispelled the other thought, 
and brought back the bitter reality of desolation and 
the events of the night. How she had been lifted up — 
and the girl Gunga*s laugh of triumph and mockery 
rang in her ears, and was before her eyes now, as she 
pressed her hands against them ; the rude men who 
carried her down the steps : the fearful shrieks and din 
in the temple : the shots and blows, growing fainter 
as they carried her away : and, above all, the voice 
of Moro Trimmul, exulting with Gunga that they 
were safe from death, and had Tara captive. "To 
Rutunjun first," he had said, " and then " 

" From that worse than death he saved me," she 
thought, with a shudder. " Fazil saved me — Fazil, son 
of Afeool — else I were helpless with Moro now. And 
they were dead — her people, all dead? Yes, the 
detail Fazil had related was brief and circumstantial. 
The Bh6peys would not lie — why should they 1 They 
were weeping, and had taken him up dead. Her father, 
a negro had killed him, they said. She felt no hope 
could come out of this detail. They had lifted him 
up and put him . . . No, she could not follow that. 
That beloved father, dead — disfigured with ghastly 
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wounds ! — ^mother, whom Janoo had seen dead, and 
Eadha .... all ? He had said so. How could he 
— FazU — ^know of Janoo, or the Bh6peys, her father's 
dependants, so as to deceive her with names V 

So, round and round, whirling, dashing hither and 
thither like the motes in a sunbeam, staying nowhere, 
sometimes utterly blank, the girl's thoughts ministered 
to her fast growing misery. The hot dry eyes, red 
and swollen, looked out sometimes vacantly as the 
bearers changed shoulders. She felt powerless to move, 
careless as to what became of her. As the reality of 
the death of all, pressed on her mind occasionally with 
greater force, she sat up and gasped for breath, and 
again fell back upon the cushions ; then the monoton- 
ous cries of the bearers as they shuflSed along rapidly, 
and the dull tramp of the horses, with the sense of 
motion, were relief from mental agony : and, after a 
time, she slept. 

The action of setting down the litter, awoke her 
with a start. Under some trees not far from a village 
gate, there was the small hut of a Fakeer* ShSre 
Khan was speaking to the old man, and the troopers 
were dismounting from their horses. ShSre Khan 
came to her. 

" I have sent for the Josee's wife," he said. " The 
Syn here says she is a kind woman. She will bring 
you water and something to eat. We rest here while 
the men get their breakfasts, and the horses are fed. 
Fear nothing. Open the litter, — it is cool and pleasant 
in the shade under the trees," and then he left her. 
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So it was. She opened the door and looked out. 
A small grove of mango trees, with a smooth green 
sward below them, and some cattle and goats grazing 
there in the cool shade ; a boy and a girl tending 
them looked inquisitively at her, and the girl came up 
Ihyly and sat down by her. 

" Do you want water, lady ? '' she said. " I am the 
Josee*s daughter, and those are my goats. I will go 
and tell my mother you want water. You are a Bram- 
hun, are you not ? " 

Tara patted her head in assent — ^she could not speak ; 
and the girl ran away, crying to the lad no^ to let her 
goats stray. 

By-and-by the child and mother returned, and the 
latter brought a copper vessel of water and a drinking- 
cup. 

" Here is water, lady," she said ; " will you get out 
and wash your face ? Surely, I know you," she con- 
tinued quickly, as Tara turned her face to her. " Where 
have I seen you ? " 

" No matter," said Tara, " I do not know you." 

" Perhaps not," said the dame drearily. " So many 
travellers come and go, and . . . but no matter. Shall 
I cook anything for you ? will you come to our house 
and bathe ? " 

" No," said Tara ; '* they will go on presently ; I will 
stay here." 

" Come hither, Ooma,*' she said to the girl, who was 
standing apart, and she whispered to her ; " Gro, and 
come quickly," she added aloud. 
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" Do not send for any one else," said Tara ; " I am 
weU." 

" Are you not ill ? "' said the woman. " Ah, your 
eyes are red and swollen." 

" I have a headache," replied Tara ; " it is so hot." 

" Yes," said the woman, sitting down, and putting 
her arm kindly round Tara, and pressing her head 
against her own bosom — " yes, you look tired and 
weary, but it will pass away. Wash your face and 
hands, and your feet — ^it will do you good, and refresh 
you. Put out your feet — so — I will wash them." 

The cool water was refreshing as it was poured over 
her hands and feet ; and after the woman had dried 
them with the end of her saree, she again laid Tara's 
head against her breast, and patted her as though she 
were her own <;hild. 

" You look so weary," she said ; " have you travelled 
far?'' 

" From Tooljapoor," Tara replied. 

" Is all well there ? " asked the woman. It was a 
common question with no meaning to the asker, but of 
how much to Tara ! 

She could not answer, but clung, almost convulsively, 
to the kind breast on which she had laid her head. 

" I see," said the woman ; " so young and rich, and 
yet thou art in sorrow, lady — rest here." And she 
drew her the more closely to her, and patted her as 
before. So they sat till the child came back, who 
brought upon a plate, covered with a handkerchief, a 
few simple sweetmeats and some parched rice. " Eat," 
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she said, " if ever so little ; eat a bit of * Luddoo/ * 
and drink some water." Tara shook hor head, and only 
nestled the closer to the soft bosom : it was strangely 
like her mother's. 

" Poor thing, poor thing," thought the woman to 
herself, " what can ail her ? Perhaps her husband is 
unkind. Eat, my rose," she said aloud, " eat this." 
And she broke off a piece of the cake and put it to 
Tara's mouth. " I made it myself, and it is quite pure 
and clean. Eat it ; open your mouth." Tara did so 
mechanically, and she put it in. 

Tara tried to eat, but her mouth was dry and hot ; 
she could not swaDow, and felt choking. The woman 
saw it, and rubbed her throat gently. The hardness 
and constrictioti seemed to relax, and she was able to 
swallow what she had taken, and to eat a little more, 
the woman feeding her. 

" Good," she said kindly, " try again by-and-by. 
lady, what heavy grief is on you that no tears come ? 
Can I do aught for you ? " 

" Nothing," said Tara ; " only do not leave me while 
they are absent." 

So they sat silently. If Tara could have wept, it 
had been well ; but that blessed relief was not to come 
yet. She was quiet, however, sitting there, almost 
stupified, resting her head against the woman's breast, 
who still patted her. Every now and then the great, 
sore, hot eyes looked out drearily. Some of the goats 
and cattle browsed under the trees, others had lain 

* A sweetmeat made of milk, flour, and sugar, roUed into balls. 
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down resting in the shade. There was no sound but 
a faint rustle of the breeze among the leaves, the dim 
buzz of flies, and the droning song of a man, at a well 
in a garden near, singing to his bullocks, and the dis- 
tant plashing rush of the water as it was emptied from 
the bag into the cistern. 

And so they sat, till one by one the bearers gathered 
near them, and tied up their hookas on the palankeen 
as before. Then the horsemen came up, and she 
heard ShSre Khan asking her if she were ready, and 
telling the bearers to take up the palankeen. Tara 
had put the gifts she had received at the shrine under 
her waistband, and remembered them. As the palan- 
keen was taken up she took them out and put them 
into the woman's hand, who, expecting perhaps 
a few copper coins, stood looking at them in amaze- 
ment. 

" May your grief pass from you, and may Gk)d be 
merciful unto you, my child," said the woman. Ere 
Tara could reply, a bearer had shut the door, and the 
men ran on with renewed vigour. 

Yes, the little change had refreshed her, and she 
again fell asleep, mercifully ; and it was evening, and 
the shadows were lengthening fast, when she became 
aware that they approached a large town, passed 
through a busy bazar crowded with people, then emerged 
from it; crossed over a bridge, from which a large 
piece of water was visible on the left hand, and the 
towers and bastions of a fort washed by it ; then the 
gloom of a deep-arched gateway, and light beyond. A 
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respectably dressed elderly woman, in Mahomedan 
costume, took hold of the side of the palankeen, and 
ran along with it a short distance. 

" Stop,'' she cried to the bearers, — " this is the place ; 
put it down, and go away." 

Then Tara saw several other women advance and 
hold up a heavy sheet so as to screen her as she got 
out, and the door was opened ; and Goolab, for she it 
was, speaking a rough dialect of Mahratta, bid her 
come forth. As she did so, and stood there, Goolab 
"took the evil oflf her," as was her custom;* and 
other women coming forward with plates, on which 
were coriander and mustard seed, waved them over her. 
Thus welcomed, Tara now stood waiting a signal to 
advance ; and Goolab, seeing her trembling violently, 
put her arm round her, looking with wonder at the 
richness of her apparel and the heavy gold ornaments 
she wore, her exceeding beauty causing respect and 
silence even from the loquacious and privileged 
nurse. 

" Enter," said a low sweet voice from within a cur- 
tain hanging across a doorway, which was slightly 
opened. 

* Women pass their hands over the person on whom the cere- 
mony is performed from head to foot ; then turning the backs of 
their hands against their temples, make all their knuckles and 
finger-joints crack loudly. This is done to avert consequences of 
Evil Eye. 
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Tara advanced, still trembling, and clinging to Goolab, 
and trying to hide her face in the end of her garment ; 
she was only sensible of the same sweet voice, as a 
girl of great, and to her strange, beauty, took her in her 
arms, embraced her, and said gently, " Peace be unto 
you ! you are welcome, with the peace and blessing of 
Alia upon you ! " and that another taller and older 
lady embraced her in like manner, and said the same. 
After that for a long while she remembered nothing. 

When she recovered, she was lying upon a soft 
bedding in a small room, near an open window which 
looked out upon the lake that encircled the fort, 
glowing with the reflection of piles of sunset-clouds. 
On what seemed an island in the lake was a Hindu 
temple, with a high pyramidical roof, around which 
hung the rich foliage of several magnificent trees, and 
temple and trees were reflected double in the still water. 
These were the first objects that met her sight. 

Then, turning round, the same young face that she 
had seen on entering the apartment bent over her, and 
a soft warm hand was passed over her face, and the 
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ends of the fingers kissed in loving greeting; but the 
girl did not speak, though a sweet smile spread over 
her features, and she seemed to beckon with her left 
hand to another person behind her, whom Tara could 
not see. Another moment and her deliverer advanced, 
saluting her respectfully. 

Fazil had ridden fast to overtake Tara, but had not 
succeeded. Twenty men, a light palankeen, and the 
hope of a liberal reward, had induced the bearers to 
put out their utmost speed, and they had well re- 
deemed their promise of reaching their destination 
before sunset; but he had arrived soon after. '<^ 

" Go away, brother," said Zyna, " do not speak to her 
now ; you have seen that she is safe — that is enough.'' 

" My sister," he replied in Persian, that Tara might 
not understand, " not so. It will grieve her, and thee 
too, sorely, but she must know the truth. Do not go 
away. I will speak to her in her own tongue, and 
show her these sad memorials which I have brought. 
It is mercy not to delay in such cases. — ^Can you 
listen to me, lady, a few moments?" he continued to 
Tara ; '' what I have to tell you is not worse than what 
you have already heard, but it will confirm it; and 
truth and reality are ever better than doubt." 

" If you please to say it, sir," said Tara, who had 
arisen directly she saw Fazil approaching, and stood 
by the window. 

"If — if — ^you saw anything that had belonged to 
them you would know it, perhaps," said Fazil hesitat- 
ingly. 
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Tara's bosom heaved so that she could not speak. 
She appeared as if gasping for breath, with the same 
distressing symptoms as when, in the morning, he had 
told her first of her bereavement^— and she 'trembled 
violently. She could not stand, and crouched down 
against the wall 

" not now brother ! not now,"' pleaded Zyna, who 
put her arm round Tara, and was supporting her. 

But Fazil was merciless. "It must be," he said. 
'* And now lady, listen. If you had any doubt, these will 
remove it. After I left you the second time I went to 
the Cucherri for what Janoo Naik told me he had left 
there, and these were given as having belonged to your 
mother, Anunda Bye, and your stepmother, Eadha Bye. 
Look at them,*' 

As he spoke he untied a bundle he held, and poured 
the contents at her feet ; heavy gold and silver orna- 
ments of some value, and a few rings. 

Tara looked at them for a moment. The silver chain 
anklets, which were her mother's, were dabbled with 
blood, now dry on them ; the gold pair had been made 
after those on her own feet for Radha's marriage, by 
her brother Moro. Enough — all were familiar objects. 
They swam before her eyes — the room seemed whirling 
round, and, weak as she was, she sank down again 
utterly unconscious, with Zyna crying over her. 

" Let them remain," said Fazil, " she must see them 
when she recovers, else she will not believe. Show 
them to her one by one. I dare not stay ;" and he 
left the room. 
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Tara had not however fainted, but she was gasping 
for breath, and Zyna called to Goolab to bring a fan, 
while she opened the casement of the window still 
more, to let in air. " He said — ^he said," sobbed Tara, 
trying to speak ; " lady, I cannot speak — I am chok- 
ing — O ! why do I not die ? He said " 

" He said you were to look at them all, one by one," 
said Zyna, trying to check her own sobs and tears. 
" He is kind. Fazil, my brother, would not give you 
pain unless it were for good. Look ! here they are," 
and Zyna spread out the ornaments with her own hands, 
shuddering at the blood upon them. 

Tara looked earnestly at Zyna ; the eyes wiere fiill 
of misery — so full that Zyna could not bear them — 
passed her hands over her own, pressing them tightly, 
then looked away. Tara turned the ornaments vacantly 
over and over, sighing, and, as it were, catching her 
breath convulsively. There was one, a ring with a 
sapphire set in it, with which she knew her mother 
never parted, for she believed that without it evil would 
happen to her, and that it had brought prosperity. It 
used sometimes to be put on the altar when they wor- 
shipped Lakshmee, the Goddess of Wealth — else it 
never left her mother's hand ; but it was there. Zyna 
did not know this then, but she saw Tara's hand 
tremble very much as she took it up and looked at it 
carefully. There was a dark stain inside, and Tara 
put down the ring, gasping, as it were, for breath, 
then took it up again. 

Zyna watched wonderingly, the changing expres- 



A MAHRATTA TALE. 15 

sions which passed over the beautiful features : first 
despair ; then, s^ it seemed to her, prayers were mur- 
mured in a language she did not understand, and the 
features appeared to relax, the upturned eyes glistened, 
there was a look as if of hope or triumph upon the face. 
She moved closer to Tara, still closer, as she thought 
she saw tears gathering in the hot eyes. If Tara could 
only weep it would be well. Zyna passed her left arm 
round her, and gently drew the girl's head on her own 
shoulder and bosom ; it fell softly there and rested ; 
the hand which held the ring dropped on her lap, beat- 
ing restlessly ; but the other grasped her ^o that it 
almost caused pain. Eind natui*e did not suffer the 
terrible struggle to continue longer, else Tara had died ; 
and with almost a shriek of pain, her tears burst forth 
uncontrollably. ] 

" Thank God for it," said Lurlee, who had entered, 
and was standing over them, and who now passed her ' 

hands over Tara, as Goolab had done ; " she will be 
easier for this, and the worst is past : let her weep. j 

The blessing of Alia and the Prophet on thee, my j 

daughter," she said to Tara. "I salute thee with j 

peace! Thou hast entered at a fortunate moment, ; 

and there is joy following thy grief. Fear not ; thou 
hast come to those who will be to thee what thou 
hast lost." 

"She will require much care, mother," said Zyna; 
"feel how she is trembling ; I will not leave her. Ah, 
yes — that is the reason ; take away those things, Goo- 
lab ; wash them and put them by." : 
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Gk)olab took them np, and with all her choicest 
epithets of "Poor little rose! my pretty dove! my lily! 
my own life ! " she tried to soothe the girl ; but Tara 
heeded no one. Keeping the ring clutched in her 
own hand, she hid her face in Zyna's bosom, then 
suffered her gradually to lay her head down on her knee, 
and rock it softly. She dared not speak, but tried to 
look up gratefully, sometimes, and then clung the closer 
to her gentle nurse. 

" Hush/' said Zyna, as fresh bursts of tears often 
occurred, " I know what has happened, and I will not 
leave thee, Tara ; no, never now. And he, my brother, 
says it too." So they sat and lay — the two girls — ^long 
into the night ; and gradually, unable to resist the kind- 
ness lavished on her, Tara spoke a little, and Zyna 
encouraged it, and heard wonderingly, Tara's simple 
tale of trial and sorrow. 

That night, too, her future fate was the subject of 
earnest debate, often approaching the verge of passion, 
between Afzool Khan, his son, and the priest. What 
could they do with a Bramhun orphan, a heathen un- 
believer who was a captive, and a slave by the laws of 
war ? Long and earnestly did the priest plead that she 
should forthwith be sent to the royal harem. So beau- 
tiful a slave would be cherished, loved, and have every 
luxury at her command ; she might become the mother 
of princes, and the head of the state ; and Afzool Khan 
supported this opinion, which was borne out by texts 
from the law, plausibly quoted by the Peer. 

But Fazil opposed them both, gently yet firmly, and 
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at last almost fiercely. " She is my captive, if captive 
at all," he said ; " my slave, taken in war, according to 
your own texts, Huzrut — ^and I can release her, or 
ransom her, or keep her, as I wilL She has relatives at 
Wye, where we are going, and with your permission 
father, she can stay with us till then ; we will be her 
safeguard, honourably and truly. After that," he 
added with some little confusion, " she can act for her- 
self, and of her own free will ; but to send her to the 
palace, to be decked out and noticed for a while, and 
then flung aside — no, father ; better she died, or better 
still that we now turned her into the street, to shift for 
herself among her own people." 

" That would be inhospitable son, if no more," re- 
turned his father ; " well, boy, let her stay, and wel- 
come. No matter," he thought to himself, "if he 
have his own way in this thing." The Khan was de- 
cidedly in good humour. The kich^ri, kabobs, and 
some other dishes which were especial favourites, had 
been dressed to perfection by Lurlee, and were relished, 
as they can best be, with the zesfc insured by a long 
ride. 

Lurlee had met him in good humour, and the stars 
were in propitious conjunction to welcome his arrival 
The lady had nothing but good to say of Tara, whose 
beauty and sad history had at once deeply impressed 
her. "What if she be an infidel," she said, "she 
will make the better true believer. Let her stay with 
us, Khan ! she shall be a daughter to me," and the 
lady sighed. "There is nothing unlucky about the 

VOL. III. B 
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period of her arrival, for the sun was in conjunction 
with Jupiter, and she was bom under Venus, she says ; 
and as she is a Bramhun she knows all about her 
horoscope and the planets ; besides, is not this Wed- 
nesday, and she arrived between five and six in the 
evening, under Venus, so that she is bom to us under 
the same planet as she was bom to her own parents ? 
Is not that curious? and by-and-by I shall call her 
Fazila, according to the blessed scheme of nativity sent 
by the prophets. And listen further Khan," continued 
the lady pausing, and examining her book. "Her 
name now begins with a T, and that stands for Air, 

and is lucky, because " and she was nearly saying 

it aloud, only she checked herself in time, " because," 
she said to herself, " Fazil's name begins with an F, 
and that means Fire, and fire and air always agree best, 
because the one cannot exist apart from the other." 

" I don't understand, Lurlee," said the Elan, " how 
it is. What about fire?" 

"Never mind," replied the lady knowingly, "you 
will find out more by-and-by. Khan ; there is a good 
deal to be done before then." 

So Tara escaped another great peril which she knew 
not of, and remained as an honoured and welcome 
guest with her new protectors. And in a few days, 
when Afzool Klian had made the necessary arrange- 
ments, his army was ready to move on. These need 
no detail at our hands, except as concerns two char-r 
acters in our history who did not accompany it. 

Xhe first was Kowas Khan, who, recalled by the 
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King to manage the affairs of his own troops^ returned 
from Sholapoor to the capital. The young man re* 
gretted the necessity ; for to share a campaign in real 
service with his friend Fazil, had ever been one of his 
most cherished plans. The King's order was, however, 
peremptory, and was obeyed. "When we return," 
said the old E^an to him as they parted, " the days of 
mourning will be expired, and thou shalt have thy 
desire." 

With him was sent the Lalla, who, being naturally 
of an imwarlike nature, rejoiced at the prospect of 
escaping hardships of no ordinary kind. And was not 
Kowas Khan the late Wuzeer's son, and nominal Wuzeer 
himself? He might become actually so, and what a 
field for advancement was opened to him if this should 
be! "May your prosperity increase, may you be 
yictorious," he said to the father and son as he took 
leave of them. " Inshalla ! your poor servant will 
write you news of the city and court, after the true 
imperial &shion, which is more his vocation than re* 
cording battles ; only remember that your slave is 
grateful." 

Afzool Khan's army, now organised in all respects, 
set forward on its march. A few miles only were 
traversed daily, and it would require a month or more 
ere they could reach Wye. Sometimes a house wad 
found for the ladies in a village or town near which 
the forces encamped ; but more frequently they were 
in the Khan's tents, which were infinitely pleasanter. 
The two girls grew together, the more as the first 
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restraint passed away ; and the lady Lurlee and Zyna 
were never tired of hearing from the lips of the beauti- 
ful heathen, the simple story of her life, her widow- 
hood, and her strange rescue from dishonour. 

Was Tara happy ? Yes ; when she thought of what 
her fate must have been had she not been rescued from 
Moro Trimmul, or even if FazU had pelded to her 
first entreaties, and let her go without inquiry. She 
knew not then of the further escape from the royal 
harem which Fazil had secured ; but as it was, gratitude 
to him had akeady become the main feeling of her life. 
Of her parents' death she had no doubt whatever now. 
The other members of the family would have claimed 
the property and cast her oft Widow and priestess 
combined, she would have been helpless against the in- 
sult and profligacy of men of her own faith, and now 
she was at least safe. She was grateful, therefore, and, 
for the most part, happy too. 

But often, as she wept bitterly under the old 
memories of an innocent and happy home, the lov- 
ing arms of her mother seemed clasped about her once 
more, and her caresses almost palpably felt, while the 
glistening eyes of the Goddess appeared to follow her, 
sleeping and waking, with a reproachful look of deser- 
tion. In these moments, Tara endured bitter grief; 
but ever at hand were the gentle remonstrances of her 
new mother and sister, and to them also were joined 
those of her deliverer which, in the constant associa- 
tion which grew out of a camp life, she felt becoming 
more and more powerful day by day. 



CHAPTEK III. 

Among the events which passed at Sholapoor after the 
arrival of the Khan, was the disposition of the prisoner 
Moro Trimmul. Heavily ironed and closely guarded, 
he had been brought from Tooljapoor on horseback, 
his irons loosened from one leg, and, when they were 
again riveted, he was consigned to the custody of the 
Khan's own troop. When the fate of the Bramhun 
hung in the balance, and Fazil, fearing him, and know- 
ing his indefatigable and successful attempts in propa- 
gating the political influence of the Mahrattas, had at 
first urged his execution, then his transmission to 
Beejapoor, — ^there was not a dissentient voice in the 
small council; but at Sholapoor the aspect of aflairs 
had changed : the priest and his father had sent for 
Moro Trimmul, and examined him in private ; and the 
sullenness of the man had apparently broken down 
before the threats of being despatched to Beejapoor, and 
submitted to his fate with the King. 

The Khan and the priest were no believers in the 
honesty of Mahrattas ; and at the second of these ex- 
aminations, the Bramhun was plied with temptation 
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such as was difficnlt to resist, and to which he yielded 
with apparent reluctance, but yielded nevertheless. 
To assist them in speaking with the prisoner (for 
though the priest spoke Mahratta perfectly well, yet, 
as a language of infidels, rarely suffered it, as he said, 
to defile his mouth ; and if he did, subjected that organ 
to an excessive purification at the hour of prayer), — 
a Bramhun, who belonged to the accountant's depart- 
ment of the state, by name Punto Gopinath, was em- 
ployed by the Khan. Of this man he knew but little : 
but he was a good Persian scholar, as well as an intelli- 
gent official servant of the kingdom, and the Ehan had 
no doubt of his fidelity. 

If or, indeed, Bulwunt Eao either ; who, a bad inter- 
preter himself, had, on all occasions, been allowed to be 
present, as a check upon the Bramhuns. Both had 
joined in trying to persuade Moro Trimmul to disclose 
the intentions of his master, and had always been met 
with the same answer, that the Prince only desired 
recognition of his rights, and that when he heard for 
certain of the march of the force, he would be sure to 
send ambassadors to explain what had occurred. So it 
had come to this, that if ambassadors did arrive within 
a few days, Moro Trimmul was to be confronted with 
them ; otherwise, that he was to be sent back to Beeja- 
poor, to be dealt with as a traitor. 

To Bulwunt Bao, whose Mahratta mind was capable 
of understanding and appreciating an indirect motive 
of policy, the Khan's determination seemed perfectly 
reasonable ; and if Moro Trimmul could by any means 
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be brought to consent to lead the force through the 
defiles beyond Wye, some effect upon the Eajah's posi- 
tion might be obtained. If not, who was to do it ? 

To Fazil, however, the position taken up by his 
father was so unintelligible, and so unlike his usual 
straightforward mode of proceeding, that he feared 
some extraneous agency was at work. It was not 
so, however : it was simply the power which strong 
minds exercise over weaker; and by the Bramhun's 
cool contempt of death, his certainty that Sivaji 
would beg for terms, and his willingness to assist if he 
did, — the Khan's suspicions were overcome. 

Nor was it strange, perhaps, that after a time the 
Khan appeared to attach no particular culpability to 
Moro Trimmul's attempt to carry off Tara. He had ex- 
plained the act, by her father having tired of her presence 
in the house as the jealous enemy of his sister, a new 
and beautiful wife, and had requested him to take her 
away to Wye, to devote her to one of the temples 
there. Some little force was, no doubt, necessary ; but 
her father had authorised its being used, to prevent 
interference by her mother. What did he care about 
the girl ? — as a widow she was impure, and her not 
having performed the rites of widowhood, placed her 
beyond the pale of respectability ; yes, the Khan might 
make a Mahomedan of her, send her to the King, or 
do what he pleased with his slave, he had no concern 
for her now. 

The Khan thought this state of the case on the 
whole more probable, in all its aspects, than Tara's own 
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story, heard through Lurlee and Zyna. It did not 
affect her charaqter, which Moro Trimmul spared no 
words to commend. 

So the Bramhun grew into favour ; and as he did so, 
the flattery which he distributed to the Ehan and the 
priest had its effect, in procuring him liberty, first from 
his irons, and then of speech with Gopinath and other 
persons of his own sect, who came to converse with one 
so well known by reputation. The position of all par- 
ties continued thus tiU a few days after the force had 
left Sholapoor ; when, one morning, as the Khan reached 
the halting-place for the day, the arrival of envoys 
from the Bajah Sivaji was announced in camp, and 
without delay they were summoned to the Khan's 
presence. 

We need not follow the negotiations which ensued ; 
we have only to do with those who took part in them. 
Most of us know, too, what Eastern negotiations are, 
when weakness is covered by temporising expedients 
of falsehood or treachery. So it has been from the 
first, so it will be to the end. Moro Trimmul had well 
guessed what his master's policy would be when he 
laid his fate upon the result ; and when he heard 
from Bulwunt Eao that the envoys had proffered sub- 
mission, and begged of Afzool Khan to advance and 
partake of the Eajah's hospitality at Pertabgurh, where 
the affairs pending in dispute could be amicably dis- 
cussed, he was satisfied — he could understand what 
was to come. 

His own liberation soon followed. Of what use was 
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it confining an irresponsible agent, when real ambas- 
sadors had voluntarily met the Ehan, and declared 
their master's intention to throw Jiimself on the royal 
clemency ? So Moro Trimmtd was set free. 

His first act was to seek Qunga. So long as he had 
been kept within the fort at Sholapoor he had heard 
nothing of her ; but the day the force marched, he 
had seen her, attended by two stout footmen with 
sword and buckler, riding among the camp followers, as 
the division of horsemen, under whose charge he was 
placed, rapidly passed a crowd of them straggling on- 
wards. She had not observed him, he thought, for she 
made no sign of recognition. It had been otherwise, 
however ; and we must retrace a little this girl's pro- 
ceedings, in order to comprehend her present position. 

Under that strange fascination which often impels 
women to endure more from men who ill-use them 
than from those who caress them, she had been unable 
to remain at Tooljapoor, and after a brief struggle she 
had yielded to her destiny. When the Khan dis- 
charged her, and the temporary insensibility of Luksh- 
mun had procured her the gold zone, which was valu- 
able, the hard, mercenary nature which had grown out 
of her vocation, rose as a wall between her and Moro 
Trimmul, and yet but for a moment. 

It said to her, " You have got all you can from this 
man, his fate is evil ; you have had many escapes from 
him, and this is the last. Go ! leave him, you could 
not save his life if you would ; the Mussulmans hate 
him, and will destroy him, or imprison him for life. 
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Enough that you have escaped ; go, and be thankful/' 
This was what she thought, as she picked up the zone 
when it rolled away, fastened it round her waist, and 
walked out of the room. Where was she to go ? She 
dared not visit the temple. Dead bodies were still 
lying there, and there was blood about the streets. She 
went to Anunda's house, and looked into all the courts. 
She saw the^ dead negro lying among the flowers, 
and, horrified at the sight, she started back ; and just 
as some men opened a door and tried to intercept her, 
she fled away in terror. She dared not trust herself in 
the quiet parts of the town nor in the camp ; for there 
were many who would have thought little of a stab 
with a dagger, or open violence, to rid her of the zone 
and the valuable ornaments she had about her. The 
bazar, however, was safe, and she might meet some 
one she knew, and obtain protection. 

There were many. Among them Janoo the Bamoosee, 
now very tipsy, yet able to recognise her. He knew 
she was no friend of Anunda's or Tara's, and to her he 
told the same story as he had done to Fazil. " Dead, 
all dead ! " he cried, as he staggered away — " dishonoured 
and murdered by the negroes; and they are buried 
in the hole beyond the well, without the gate. Go and 
see— -go and see." 

She went up through the gate idly, and sat down 

beside the great well. She dared not go beyond it. A 

large peepul* tree hung over it, and a number of Hindu 

soldiers were cooking under its shade. She asked for 

* Ficus religiosa. 
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a few hot cakes, and they gave them, and she ate them 
there. Then she wandered into the fields and gardens 
beyond, and so round to the Paip-nS^ temple, and sat 
down on the ledge of rock above the little stream, 
which thence leapt plashing down the precipice, look- 
ing over the broad plain, over which the light shadows 
of fleecy clouds were chasing each other. 

Her eyes filled with tears, for there came back to 
her, hard and depraved as she was, many tender memo- 
ries of the man whom she had loved passionately ; — 
feared, hated with bitter jealousy, and again loved with 
that perversity which is part of the fiercest jealousy, 
and distorts every semblance of truth to serve its own 
purpose. The scene of Tara's inauguration came back 
to her memory, and her beauty. " It was not his fault. 
Mother," she cried out aloud ; " it was thine, to send 
that lotos-faced girl to bewitch him, else he had been 
true to me, and thou art rightly served for it. He 
said thou wast a fiend, and feared thee not ; nor do I." 

Yes, Tara was gone ; would the Mussulman boy, so 
grand, so beautiful, ever give up so lovely a captive ? 
Surely not. " Let him have her," she said : " she will 
go away, far, far from me and him, and it is well. 
Yes, it is well, and what have I to do but follow and 
watch, — ^follow and watch ? " 

Then she rose, remembering her store of money in 
a pot under the fireplace, in a cloister of the temple, 
where she had lived. Her clothes, her property, would 
be goi^e ; what matter, if that were safe ? 

So she rose up and ran lightly along the plain, back 
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to the gate, avoiding the new graves; then passed 
down the bazar and into the temple court. AU the 
dead had befen removed. The scavengers were wash- 
ing the court, which she crossed rapidly. As she 
expected, her room had been plundered, all her clothes 
were gone, but the fireplace had not been disturbed. 
She closed the door carefully, then sat down for a 
while with a beating heart, to see whether she were 
followed or not ; no one came, — no one had cared to 
stop her though she had been seen. With a small iron 
bar which lay in a comer, she hastily dug up the clay 
plastering of the hearth, and took out the brass vessel 
she had hidden there, which contained her savings ; 
there were upwards of a hundred rupees in it — wealth 
to her. 

Tying these coins carefully into her waistband, she 
again went out into the court, and proceeded to the 
temple. " Do not go there," cried a man sweeping ; 
" it is not washed." But she went on. 

It was not washed, and was ghastly with dried and 
clotted blood. She looked into the shrine, to see what 
had become of the image, venerated, feared, and yet 
even detested. It lay there as it had fallen. No one 
had yet dared to touch it, and the wicked eyes still 
glistened and sparkled in the light of the lamp which 
had been placed beside it. " Aha ! " cried the girl exult- 
ingly ; " lie there, liar and murdering devil, as he called 
thee. He did not fear thee, nor do I. Lie there, till 
they pick thee up ; or why dost thou not rise thyself? 
Up, Mother, up ! shall I help thee?" she cried mockingly. 
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as she seized the stone hand ; but she dropped it as in- 
stantly — it was wet and cold. 

As she did so, she fancied the eyes turned spitefully 
towards her, and a horrible superstitious terror came 
into her heart when she looked at her hand and saw 
it was covered with blood. Then she shrieked and 
fled shuddering, out of the front entrance to the vesti- 
bule, across the court, up the steps, staying only for 
a moment to wash hurriedly in the sacred cistern. 
Thus she went into the bazar, and sought out a carrier 
who she knew possessed a strong pony, who agreed 
to take her to Sholapoor ; and, purchasing a heavy, 
coarse cotton sheet, she wrapped herself in it, and, 
mingling with the crowd of camp-followers, rode after 
the force to Sholapoor. 

For many days she could get no speech of Moro 
TrimmuL She had seen him taken to rivulets and 
wells to bathe, and he had also seen her ; but though 
she daily tried, on one pretence or other, to get near 
him, she was repulsed. It was enough, however, that 
she knew where he was. 

It was not long after his release ere he discovered 
her. She did not importune him, and he could hardly 
resist the devotion which had prompted her to abandon 
what had been her home and follow his fortunes. He 
trusted also to induce her gradually, again to further 
his designs against Tara, which, now that her parents, 
and, as he believed, also his own sister, were all dead, 
appeared more probable of success than before. 

If ever this selfish man had felt a pang of real grief 
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in his life, it was when he had heard of his sister's 
deatL Poor Eadha ! whom he had settled at last so 
well, when any provision for her had become next to 
hopeless — Badha, who, with all her faults, was part of 
his own rugged nature, polished and set in a more beau- 
tiful frame. It was impossible not to grieve for her. 
This was the first impression ; afterwards there en- 
sued an element of rejoicing in it, which daily grew 
stronger. That he was free — free to act ; free from the 
keen perception and daring oppositfon of his sister, 
which, ever protecting Tara as with a shield, had only 
yielded to violence at the last. 

Now Tara was within his reach, and, comparatively 
speaking, in a far greater measure than before. He 
knew her to be safe in the family with whom she had 
obtained protection. Their own high honour and 
strict respectability were guarantee for this. Knowing 
her helplessness, Moro Trimmul had but one source of 
alarm or apprehension : she might allow herself to be 
converted to the Mahomedan faith, or it might be 
done without her consent. Then, indeed, there would 
be no hope. 

But, on the other hand, was she not a Bramhun — 
wonderfully learned for a woman, proud of this learn- 
ing, and, above all, a self-professed devotee of the 
Goddess? 

"No," he thought, "they may attempt conversion^ 
probably will do so, but she will resist it : and yet she 
should not be too long exposed to a double temptation." 
Now, therefore, as before, he discussed plans with 
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Ganga as to what means could be employed to separate 
Tara from her new protectors, and carry her away into 
the wilds of his native province, where she could be 
effectually concealed ; and his pursuit of the girl grew 
once more into a fierce and morbid passion, absorbing 
and deadening all other feelings of his life. 



CHAPTER IV. 

" The Gods be praised ! '' cried Jeyram Bh6pey to 
Wamun Bhut, late in the day after the attack upon 
the temple. "He has opened his eyes once more. 
Speak, Vyas Shastree ; you are safe amongst friends : 
the Gods be praised, and Toolja Mata, for this mercy, 
for we little expected to see you live." 

"Who are you?*' said the Shastree faintly. '*I 
see very dimly, and it appears very dark. — Anunda ! 
Tara! " 

" I, Wamun, speak to you," replied the elder of the 
two priests, " and this is Jeyram Bhopey. We carried 
you away, and you are safe in the house of Gunn^sh 
Hurry, Putwari of Sindphul. — Look, friends," he 
continued, speaking to others without the door of the 
room, "the Shastree is alive, and hath spoken, and 
asked for his wife and daughter." 

Vyas Shastree was sensible that the room darkened 
again, as a number of men crowded to the door ; but, 
feeluig sick and faint from the exertion of speaking 
even those few words, thought himself dying, and re- 
lapsed again into iusensibility. 
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Very anxiously did all those friends watch around 
the wounded man ; and it was long before he showed 
any appearance of rallying strength Night passed, 
and they hardly expected he would see the day; but 
still he breathed, and as morning was breaking, a warm 
moisture took the place of the chill, clammy, death- 
like state in which he had remained previously, and 
then those attending him hoped that he would live. 

He had received a fearful wound. Bareheaded as he 
was in the performance of the ceremonies so rudely 
interrupted, he had not thought of protecting himself ; 
but, as the Abyssinians advanced, had caught a sword 
and shield oJBfered him by a man in the crowd, who 
drew back and fled, and had passed to the front with 
some others, crying the shout of the Groddess, " Jey 
Kalee !" " Jey Toolja !" and catching blows on the shield 
rather than returning them. But when a gigantic 
negro before him was pressing upon the front rank of 
those who defended the entrance to the vestibule, so 
heavily that it seemed as if they must give way, the 
old soldier spirit within the Shastree was stirred, and 
he struck desperately at the man. Stung by the pain 
of the wound, the negro instantly returned the blow 
with a furious cut, which laid open the crown of the 
Shastree's head from back to front. Well for him that 
the shield had greatly broken the force of it, or he had 
died instantly; as it was, the Shastree fell stunned, 
and was trampled upon by the advancing crowd ; and 
lay therd, unconscious, until the early morning. 

Then the two friends who had watched him fall, and 
VOL. in. c 



34 TARA: 

who, concealed in the recess behind the shrine, had 
escaped slaughter, came forth and sought for him. 
They found him under a pile of dead, still breathing, 
but utterly insensible. It was impossible to take him 
to his own house, for the gateway and bazar were 
filled with Abyssinians, and they feared a renewal of 
slaughter with the dawn ; so they lifted the Shastree 
from the ground, obtained a bedstead from one of 
the closed archway rooms, put him upon it, and, being 
joined by several of the Bh6pey priests, had broken 
open the postern by which Tara had been taken away, 
and carried him at once, unobserved, to Sindphul. 

Had Tara remained where she had been first 
stopped, she must have seen her father borne past her, 
and would have been saved; but Fazil Khan had 
sent her palankeen to the trees by the back of the 
rivulet, about a gunshot's distance from the path, out 
of sight ; and though those who carried the Shastree 
were challenged by Shfire Khan's horsemen, there was 
nothing suspicious in the fact of a dead body, for 
so it seemed, being carried away, — and the little 
procession had passed unnoticed. 

Heera, the barber of Sindphul, was a skilful surgeon, 
and on his arrival at the house of the Putwari or 
accountant of the village, the Shastree's wound was 
examined. The barber had seldom seen worse, and 
during the time which had elapsed since he had re- 
ceived it, the Shastree had become weak from loss of 
blood. So Heera shook his head. Still he did his 
best : the wound was sewn up skilfully, and a com- 
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posing poultice of warm leaves and herbs applied to 
it^ while the bruised body was fomented. All night 
had Heera watched anxiously with the friends about 
the Shastree, fearing the worst, for he was restless and 
feverish ; but with the morning came refreshing sleep, 
and the warm moist skin for which the barber had so 
anxiously looked. Then he said, '' If the Gk)ds please, 
the Shastree will live. Let him be kept quiet, and the 
room darkened." 

At first the women of his family were hardly missed. 
All those who could escape had fled into the fields 
and gardens around little Tooljapoor, and many into 
the deep ravine beyond the town, or to adjacent vil- 
lages. Sindphul was crowded with them, and no one 
dare return till the Mahomedan force had passed. 

The Bh6slay of Sindphid had searched again and 
again through his village and its hamlets for the Shas- 
tree's wives and for Tara, but in vain. He had sent 
men to look for them in their own house, but they were 
not there. The place showed the signs of violence we 
already know of; and the men in charge of it could 
only hope that Janoo Naik might account for them. 

Janoo had been sought therefore, and found in the 
liquor-seller's shop drinking out his money ; and when 
asked for Anunda and Tara, said, with drunken solem- 
nity, that he had buried them all. The idea had pos- 
sessed him that this was the safest answer for all ques- 
tioners, and he held to it the more pertinaciously as his 
drunkenness increased. It was impossible not to fear 
that the story might be true ; for all had seen Tara in 
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the throng of priests and priestesses^ and knew also 
that Anunda and Badha had been in the temple. 

"We left them crouching in a niche, as it were, of the 
rock, overgrown by long pendant creepers and grass, 
near the little spring, and there they passed the night. 
At early dawn Janoo had come to them with his son, 
and told them that their house had been attacked in the 
night, and was no safe place for them. It was polluted, 
moreover, and they coxdd not return to it. That Tara 
and the Shastree had escaped to Sindphul; that he 
dare not take them past the force which was guarding 
the town and pass, and that they must go to Afsinga, 
where all was quiet. He knew they had friends in a 
Bramhun's family which resided there, and thither 
Anunda and Badha suffered themselves to be guided 
by the boy, while Janoo, after seeing them safe across 
the hill, returned to his post. 

Weeping bitterly, hardly knowing whether to go on 
with the lad or to return, at all risks, to Tooljapoor, the 
two women had yielded to Janoo's well-intended but 
mistaken direction. The path was stony and rough, 
and their naked feet, unused to such places, were sorely 
bruised and cut in descending the rugged track by 
which, through the most intricate and gloomy ravines 
of the hills, they were guided. It was hardly four 
miles, perhaps, and yet, faint and wretched as they 
were, the sun was high in the heavens ere they reached 
their destination, and were kindly received. 

They told their story; but what could be done? 
Who could go to Tooljapoor ? The Bramhun to '^hose 
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house they had betaken themselves was old and feeble^ 
but a student who lived with him, and who had been 
absent since daylight to obtain information^ returned 
about noon. He had no news of the Shastree or of 
iWa ; but he volunteered to go again to seek them, 
and did so, returning at night with accounts of a fruit- 
less search. Janoo, he said, knew nothing of them, 
and he had found him telling the same story, that he ' 
had buried Anunda and Badha out of sight, — and under- 
stood — what the faithful but drunken creature had 
perhaps meant to convey to aU inquirers — that they 
were safely hidden away. 

Perhaps Janoo would not have been absent so long 
had he been sober ; but the excitement and his pota- 
tions together had been too much for him. When he 
awoke, having lain down to sleep in the bazar, it was 
evening, and they were lighting the lamps in the shops. 
" It is too late now," thought he, " to go across the hills 
for the Shastree's wives, and they are safer where they 
are ;" so he betook himself to the house. His men 
were there in charge. The dead negro had been taken 
out and buried, and some of the blood washed away ; but 
the place was utterly defiled : the sacred fire had gone 
out, and the whole premises must undergo purification 
ere they could enter or inhabit it once more. Janoo 
shrugged his shoulders — "They cannot live here," he 
said ; " there is the hut in the garden at Sindphul, and 
I will take them there and hide them in it." 

So in the morning, before it was light, he set out 
from Tooljapoor, and crossed the hills, with two of his 
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men leading two stout ponies for the women, and 
reached Afsinga before the sun had risen. He brought 
no tidings of the Shastree ; but it was reported generally 
in the town, he said, that he and Tara were at Sind- 
phul ; and, in any case, they must go there and live in 
the garden till the house could be purified, and fit to 
be again inhabited. This was scant comfort to Anunda 
and Eadha ; but Janoo said that most families in the 
town were in the same predicament, that he knew the 

' Shastree and Tara were not among the dead, and pro- 
bability confirmed the report that they had fled in the 
confiision, and were safe. 

It was hardly four miles to Sindphul by the road at 
the foot of the hills on the plain ; and they set out, 
after their hospitable hosts had insisted upon their 
taking an early meal. Anunda would fain have gone 
by Tooljapoor, but Janoo overruled it. There was no 
one there ; they would only sit down and cry at the 
house door ; and if the Shastree were at Sindphul, they 
would be delayed going to him. Nobody had been 
disturbed there; and the Bh6slay and the Putwari 

' would advise them for the best in any case. 

AU these arguments overruled Anunda, and they 
set out with their guide. They met no one, except a 
few men watching in their fields by the wayside, who 
told them all was quiet. Janoo would not even take 
them near the pass of Tooljapoor, but, striking across 
the plain by the Gosai's Mutt, and through the great 
mango grove, they reached Sindphul imobserved. 
It is not a large village, and they were well known 
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there. Passing up the central street, they had greet- 
ings from many friends, both men and women. At 
last they saw their own old gardener sitting weeping 
at the door of the Putwari's house ; and Janoo, who 
was leading Anunda's pony, took them thither. They 
were both sick at heart as they dismounted and en- 
tered. The Putwari's wife and his married daughter 
who lived in the house were kind pedple, and met 
them in the outer court. " He is alive," said the dame ; 
" fear not. Heera has dressed the wound, and he has 
spoken to my husband, and asked for you. We told 
him we had sent for you, and that you were coming, 
and, behold, the Gods have brought you." Then she 
led Anunda, weeping, into the inner court, and Badha 
followed. The men sitting about the door of the apart- 
ment got up, and, feeling they had no more to do, went 
out, all but the old Putwari. 

" Vyas Shastree," he said, as the women approached 
the door, "be comforted ; they are safe, and have come 
to you. Be gentle with him," he added to Anunda ; 
" he is very weak, and Heera says if he is made anxious, 
or disturbed, fever may come on ; therefore, be careful." 

It was well meant to give them caution, but at such 
moments, nature wiU have its course. The women had 
existed — since the attack on the temple, and since they 
had fled with Janoo — ^in a state of intense fear and 
misery which cannot be described ; and yet one mercy 
had accompanied this dread, that they had not fully 
known what had happened in the temple, and so hope 
had sustained them. Now, however, there was no 
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doubt ; and in a paroxysm of mingled fear and thank- 
fulness, they cast themselves beside the low bed, 
embracing their husband's feet, and weeping passion- 
ately. The Shastree was too weak to speak or move ; 
he could only lift up his hand gently, as if to bless 
them and welcome them, while a faint but grateful 
smile spread itself over his pallid features. 

For a little time, and as they sat silently beside him 
ministering to their wants — ^for Anunda was an xm- 
rivalled nurse, and had at once proceeded to arrange 
many things about him, as he liked — strange to say, 
they did not miss Tara; but Anunda's mind sud- 
denly misgave her. Her husband, whom her arrival 
had aroused, had again fallen into a doze, and she went 
outside to ask for her. The whole court had been left 
to them, and the door of the outer one was closed. 
'' Tara," she caUed gently, several times, but there was 
no reply. She might be asleep, she thought, in one of 
the rooms which opened into it, and she searched in 
each in succession. There was no one. Eadha joined 
her. " Where is Tara?" she said. " She should have 
been with him." True, she should have been with her 
father, but she was jiot. 

The women turned sick at heart and sat down. A 
nameless terror seized them, so absorbing, that they 
could say nothing, but that she was not. Anunda 
dare not ask. Of the two, Radha was most self-pos- 
sessed. Looking through the door, she saw the old 
Putwari's wife sitting spinning outside it, and as if 
watching the place. She called her in, and the dame 
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saw at a glance what was needed. the misery of 
that mother's face! who^ after trying to articulate 
" Tara," which her lips formed, as though she spoke the 
word, fell forward clasping the knees and feet of her 
old friend, and groaning in her despair. 

"The Gods have given thee one precious object, 
sister, and taken the other," she said. " Be thankful 
for what is spared thee." 

Then Anunda thought Tara was dead, and so did 
Eadha ; but the woman resumed — 

" And yet, why should I say so, Anunda ? We know 
not ; she has not been heard of. Let us wait. Hun- 
dreds of our friends fled from the temple and from the 
town. Many we sheltered here all yesterday till the 
force passed by ; then they returned home. So Tara 
may be at some village near, and we have men watch- 
ing at your house and at the temple. The Bh6peys 
will send intelligence if they get any." 

" She is not in the garden ? " asked Eadha. 

"No; we searched there long ago,* and in all the 
gardens. Uo, she is not here, and you must wait. She 
was favoured of the Mother, sister, and will not be 
deserted. At least we know she was not killed." 

Anunda was comforted for -the moment by this, 
and the women went and resumed their watch by 
their husband. It was a relief, perhaps, not to speak 
— a relief, too, to find, in watching him and min- 
istering to his wants, a diversion from the other care. 
Sooner or later Tara might come ia Janoo had at 
once gone in search of her; the Bh6slay had despatched 
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horsemen to every village around, and there would 
surely be news of her before nightfall. 

But none came that night, nor the next day. The 
Shastree was not yet aware of Tara's absence ; fever 
had begun — ^the fever of the wound — ^and he was un- 
conscious of most things. Sometimes he recognised 
Anunda, and sometimes called Badha, Tara. It was a 
blessed thing then that he knew no more. Neither of 
the women relaxed for a moment in their work, and sat 
there by the bed, without sleep and without rest, look- 
ing for news of Tara; but none came. Messenger 
after messenger arrived, but with no tidings of her. 

Late next day Janoo returned. He must see 
Anunda, he said ; he had news of importance about 
Tara, and, so far as he knew, she was not dead. 

Anunda went to the man outside ; he might not 
enter because of his impure caste. 

Janoo was a man of few words and scant ceremony, 
and he blurted out, " Moro Trimmul and Gunga took 
her away, lady. I was drinking last night with some 
of our people, who are strangers, and came from a dis- 
tance, and who were dividing booty; and they said 
they had carried off a beautiful Moorlee as the dis- 
turbance broke out, and put her in a palankeen, and 
they were paid by Moro Trimmul, the reciter. They 
treated me and some of my people to liquor, and told 
us of this as a good piece of business. And I have not 
stolen them, lady ; but the jewels you gave me are gone ; 
they were given to Pahar Singh's hunchback, who 
came and asked for them in the Cucherri in my name : 
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but Pahar Singh will give them up; or if not, I will 
bum a corn-stack of his every night till he does." 

All this was told rapidly and confusedly. The de- 
tail was hardly intelligible ; but one great fact came 
out beyond aU others, and if it were true, better Tara 
were dead — far better ! 

"Wait,'' said Anunda, "and I will come to thee 
again;" and she went in and whispered it all to 
Eadha. She saw the girFs face flush and her bosom 
heave rapidly. " Gunga must have helped him," she 
said, " else he had not dared it, and I will see to it my- 
self " So they both went out to the Eamoosee, and 
Badha at once declared she would go with him to the 
town above, and make inquiries. 

She was shrewd and active. Accompanied by Janoo 
and two of the Bhoslay's retainers, she soon found the 
man from whom Janoo had heard of Tara, and listened 
to his story. They had known nothing of Moro Trim- 
mul's purpose, he said, till that night of the recitation, 
or how the girl they took was to be decoyed away, 
or who she was ; but as the disturbance began, she was 
brought out by him in his arms, and then they took her. 
Yes, he knew what had become of her. Moro Trim- 
mul had been put in irons by the Mahomedan chief, 
and Tara had been carried off to Sholapoor. He and 
his companions had watched the palankeen from the 
rocks in the ravine where they had hidden themselves, 
because, if it had been left unguarded, they would have 
gone to it. 

It was clear enough now, therefore, that Tai*a was 
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gone, not dead. That would have been grief— bitter 
grief; but here was more misery than death would 
have caused. Who had taken their Tara ? for what fate 
was she reserved ? They could only think of her beauty 
as destined for some Mahomedan harem — ^reserved for 
a fate worse than death. 

It was piteous to see the mother and the sister-wife 
prostrated under this misery and the state of their 
husband ; and it was with difficulty that Eadha was 
restrained from going at once to Sholapoor after the 
camp, and endeavouring to trace and reclaim Tara. If 
she had only done so — if this energetic girl, used to 
rough ways and rapid journeys, had been allowed to 
follow out her own plans, what misery might not have 
been saved to all ! Hard she pleaded, that she could 
not be denied to her brother. She would force from 
him, an account of Tara, and would bring her back. 

But Anunda hesitated ; and the Shastree, to whom 
all was told, weak as he was in body, was more than 
usually vacillating. The Mahomedan camp, full of 
licentiousness, was no place for a Bramhun girL *' The 
Shastree must be attended/' Anunda said ; and, in 
Tara's absence, he seemed to cling the more fondly to 
his young wife, and to miss her ministrations if even 
she was temporarily absent. Finally, the matter was 
left in the hands of their friends, the Bhoslay and the 
old Putwari, and they decided that Eadha must not 
go ; but a messenger should be sent, who, assisted by 
friends and Bramhims at Sholapoor, would do all that 
was needful or possible. 
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In truth, all these friends thought that seeking for 
Tara at all was injudicious. They could not believe, 
considering her beauty and public vocation as a priest- 
ess, that she could have escaped observation, and they 
had come to the conclusion that her preservation from 
dishonour was impossible. Better she were dead ; or, 
if alive, reunion was henceforth impossible, for the 
hard rules of religious faith must exclude her from all 
assistance and sympathy. These were home truths 
which, sooner or later, Vyas Shastree himself would 
acknowledge ; and Radha's plan was overruled. 

It was some day's before an answer came. Commu- 
nications were necessarily slow when there were only foot 
messengers to carry them. The Shastree's fever had 
passed away, and his wound was progressing favour- 
ably. Mentally and bodily, he had passed a fearful 
crisis; but natures like his bow to these calamities 
rather than break, and there was hope at least in the 
messenger who had gone, to which they all clung. 

Little by little they heard enough to sustain this 
hope. The Bh6slay's correspondent, a banker in the 
town of Sholapoor, had spared no pains for the reco- 
very of Vyas Shastree's child; but beyond the fact 
that in the family of Azfool Khan there was a new 
Hindu slave, of great beauty, who was carefully 
secluded in the zenana, he could ascertain nothing ; 
and the inquiries, he wrote, must be continued in 
camp, for the force had marched, and was now some 
stages distant, going towards Wye. 

Again, after an interval of weary expectation, and 
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the daily endurance of that heavy weight of uncertainty 
which is so often worse than the bitterest agony of 
reality, there came fresh news which they could not 
doubt. A poor Bramhun of Sholapoor, incited by the 
offer of reward held out by the Shastree's friends, had 
proceeded to camp, and returned from it direct They 
never forgot that evening of his arrival. The Shastree 
had, meanwhile, been removed to his own house, as 
soon as it had xmdergone purification, and lay, weak 
as yet, but convalescent, in the verandah of the inner 
court, living, as he said, in sight of the objects most 
loved by his lost child ; and it was almost an occupa- 
tion to watch dreamily Tara's bright flowers glowing 
in the sunlight. He was lying there, watching them, 
as the evening sun declined, and the colour of its light 
was growing richer as the shadows of the buildings 
lengthened, and Anunda had just said he must retire 
to his room ; but he was pleading to be allowed to stay, 
when the man was announced without. 

Weary and footsore, Eadha and a servant poured 
water over his feet, and led him in. " There was no 
bad news," he said ; " none, Tara was well." Then they 
all listened, with grateful hearts and tears of joy, to 
the man's tale of having discovered her, though he 
could not get speech of her or send a message to her ; 
but in Afzool Khan's family there was a Bramhun girl 
called Tara, who was an honoured guest ; her people 
had been killed, they said, and they were taking her to 
Wye, to her relatives. He had watched several days 
about the Khan's tents in hope of seeing her, but in 
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vain ; for the servants and soldiers, thinking him a spy, 
had beaten him and driven him off. Day by day the 
distance back to Tooljapoor grew greater, so he had 
returned. But there was no doubt ; the man described 
what he had heard distinctly, and they could now trace 
Tara from the temple to where she then was. She 
must believe they were all dead, and was going to their 
relatives at Wye : and she was at least safe from Moro 
Trimmul, whom the messenger reported to be in dose 
coufinement. 

ITow, for once, there was no indecision or vacillation 
in the Shastree's mind. He could bear easy travelling 
in a litter ; and Eadha should have it by-and-by, when 
he grew stronger. He would not delay, and they could 
yet overtake the army at Wye, or soon afterwards. 
Very little of the household property had been lost, 
after all ; and Anunda's store of money was at last to 
prove useful. That night, as with thankful hearts they 
spoke of their lost child, they arranged plans for set- 
ting out to reclaim her ; and their friends, who crowded 
about them with congratulations next day, soon com- 
pleted the necessary arrangements. The third day 
was a lucky one, according to the planets ; and they 
moved down the pass to Sindphul, followed by many 
friends, and the good wishes and prayers of all who 
had known Tara from childhood. 



CHAPTER V. 

A PLEASANT life was it to Tara. The daily stages of 
a large army encumbered with heavy materiel are ne- 
cessarily slow at all times, and the country roads were 
not as yet dry from the recent rains, so that the force 
could not hurry on. The Khan himself was in no 
haste. On the arrival of the Mahratta ambassadors 
he had received them courteously, and insisted upon 
their being the guests of the royal camp. They had 
not much to say, beyond general protestations of at- 
tachment. Their master^s demands were simple, they 
knew ; but he would treat for them in person when 
he met the Ehan. Meanwhile, supplies for the royal 
forces were abundant; the stages they arranged were 
shorter perhaps than the Khan, and especially Fazil, 
approved of; but they found grain and forage provided 
everywhere, and the camp bazar had always the ap- 
pearance of a busy fair. 

On his own part, Afzool Khan, yielding to the per- 
suasions of Sivaji*s agents, despatched an envoy of his 
own, the Bramhun Punto Gopindth, to Pertabgurh. 
Their master's mind, they said, would be relieved by it ; 



TARA: A MAHRATTA TALE. 4ff 

and as Sivaji had evinced confidence in sending his own 
servants unsolicited, so a similar mark of courtesy could 
hardly be refused. The Khan did not object to it 
The Envoy received his instructions, to act as circum- 
stances might require, leaving all points of detail for 
future arrangement ; and Bulwunt Eao was placed in 
command of the escort which accompanied him. In 
this capacity he was safe against all local enemies; and 
he went the more willingly, as he trusted, under this 
opportunity, to interest the Bajah in his ovra affairs. 

So there was no hurry, and it was a pleasant life. 
Every day, or nearly so, there was a change ; the force 
moved forward a few miles, or it halted ; tents were 
pitched, thrown down, moved, and again pitched in 
pleasant places; perhaps in some soft grassy plain 
spangled with flowers, or in a stubble field with the 
stacks of ripe grain standing around them. The 
Khan's Durbar tent was open to all comers, where the 
leaders of the various bodies of troops met every day 
for business or ceremonial visits, as it might be : be- 
hind it the private tents enclosed by a canvass wall, 
which afforded a large area. Before all, floated the 
royal standard, and a place was cleared near it which 
was appropriated for public prayer. Five times in each 
day, if the force halted, did the musical chant of in- 
vitation to prayer resound from this spot ; and as often 
did the devout among the soldiery assemble there, and 
perform the stated devotions. Every afternoon the 
priest and other divines preached to the people ; and it 
was remarked that the sermons on the holy war, though 
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they were continaed at intervals, were of quieter char- 
acter than they used to be at first. 

Perhaps the religious zeal of the Peer had relaxed 
since the slaughter at Tooljapoor, and was satisfied 
with the fact of the idol having been overthrown and 
defiled. Perhaps the Elian supposed enough had been 
done to terrify the Mahratta people, and that the rest 
would foUow upon negotiation. 

There was very little change in the daily life : the 
early march, the halt for the day, the household 
occupations, and then the pleasant talk with Zyna 
and Lurlee. Her tales of the old Hindu life, and 
of her home pleasures and occupations, were told 
again and again by Tara, often with bitter teal's, and 
yet told again and again, and heard by sympathising 
friends. 

Two different worlds, as it were, were thus brought 
together. What did the simple Bramhun girl know of 
the grandeur of Mahomedan nobles, of which only a 
faint rumour had ever reached her? To her unclean, 
she would once have shuddered at nearer contact with 
them, however rich or grand they might be. Now, 
how different ! They had respected her honour, and 
they also respected her faith ; and every day her little 
cooking-place was arranged, with water brought by a 
Bramhun for her bath and her drinking, which no one 
interfered with. Sometimes, Zyna and Lurlee would 
look on while the little maiden dressed her simple 
meal, as she had often done at home, — ^amused, and 
wondering at her dexterity ; and it was not long before 
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the Khan himself was a petitioner for some delicate 
specimen of her handiwork, which, it was remarked, 
he ate with infinite relish, and pronounced better 
even than Kurreema's efforts to the same end. 

They procured the girl the books she loved, and 
eagerly, and with infinite animation, she would read 
and expound sacred texts, which even the priest ad- 
mitted contained at least moral and virtuous doctrine. 
Occasionally, too, he was unable to control himself, and 
he answered the little preacher from his own books, 
hurling at her texts translated firom the Koran into 
bad Mahratta ; and half angry with, and half amused 
by, the seeming petulance with which she resisted con- 
version, allowed her greater liberties, perhaps, than he 
had ever been known to submit to before firom " an 
infidel." 

" See,'' she would cry, " Huzrut 1 here are God's holy 
words to us poor Hindus hundreds of thousands of 
years old, but yours are, after all, but a few hundreds. 
Surely the elder has precedence?" If she could trans- 
late the beautiful Bhugwat Geeta to him, that book so 
full of mystic religious doctrine, he could understand 
her better, she thought ; but she had no words that he 
could comprehend, in which to convey the sense of the 
noble Sanscrit; and it must be confessed that her 
general attempts in argument were failures. 

Kind Tara ! gentle Tara ! was any servant ill, — and 
the cold air and damp earth gave many fevers, — who 
so ready with knowledge of simples as the Bramhun 
girl ? who so watchful, who so careful ? In turn she 
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had tended Lurlee and Zyna, who suflTered at first from 
the change and exposure in camp. Then Fazil grew 
ill too, and for several days could not ride. She could 
ride : she had never travelled in a palankeen in her 
life — ^her father could not afford one : so she gave up her 
litter to him, and rode a stout ambling palfrey of the 
Khan's which was gentle, and a relief on long marches 
from his heavier war-horse ; and old ShSre Khan and 
his men, her first escort from Tooljapoor, claimed 
the privilege of guarding her as she rode, rapidly and 
fearlessly, and managed the active horse with skill and 
grace. . 

Once Moro Trimmul saw her riding with this escort 
of heavily-armed men. She was wrapped in shawls, 
and had twisted one round her head like a turban, 
which covered her face all but her eyes. He concealed 
his own face and person as she passed, but the fact 
that she was riding with so noble a company to attend 
on her, disquieted him. She is growing into favour, 
he thought, and is in danger. It is necessary to act 
before we reach Wye. 

Whether Moro Trimmul was in camp or not, she 
had not thought to inquire. Fazil had told her once, 
with a very perceptible tone of disappointment, that he 
had been released, and had gone away. He was never 
seen in the camp, but, with Sivaji's envoys, put up in 
villages near where the force might halt. They did 
not vex her with his tale of her having been taken away 
under her father's sanction, which Fazil, Lurlee, and 
Zyna had never believed, and by common consent the 
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name of the Bramhun was never mentioned among 
them. 

Ah, yes, a pleasant time indeed ! What more deK- 
cious to a young girl's heart than the consciousness of 
awakening love? Could she help it? did she desire 
it ? Neither, perhaps ; but it would come nevertheless : 
and there would come too, with all the persuasive ad- 
juncts of her own helplessness and dependence, the sense 
of evident respect in which she was held by Fazil, and 
his honourable reticence, even of speech with her. So a 
new life, a new desire for life, was growing within her, 
and increased day by day. Did she endeavour to 
check it ? Not then ; it was too delicious. 

Before it, the old home was fading away, the forms 
of father and mother already becoming dim and 
shadowy, as belonging to the past. The old temple 
occupations, the preparation for daily duty, were be- 
ing supplanted by other feelings, undecided as yet, 
but ineffably tender. Did she regret that these were 
growing into definite form in her own heart? Not 
then. She had no certainty of what she thought, 
and if any one, even Zyna, had asked her to define 
what was passing within her, she could not have 
done so. 

O the wondrous stirring of that new Ufe, shutting out 
aQ the old ! the gentle growing of an absorbing passion. 
If Fazil spoke to her, she trembled ; but not in fear. 
She had no fear of him. No matter what he said, she 
listened, and never replied. When he was ill, she took 
to him the little soothing potions she had made, and. 
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as lie lay tossing with fever, was conscious that they 
would relieve thirst, and would not be forgotten. She 
could speak to him then, a word only, perhaps, to tell 
him to be patient, that he would be relieved if he 
would be still. Even this was a fearful but an exqui- 
site pleasure. 

How often Zyna spoke of her brother ! How precious 
he was to her ; how brave he was ; how beautiful ! 
Had Tara ever seen any one like him ? No ; those 
timid, loving eyes had never looked up to any one 
before, far less to such a one as Fazil. What did she 
know ? She could only see that there was, in her eyes, 
the godlike beauty the old poets wrote of Kamdeo — 
those soft, loving eyes which sometimes earnestly 
looked into hers, before which she dare not open her 
own. If he came into the tent accoutred, blazing 
with cloth-of-gold and steel armour, she fled at once, 
and from a distance watched Zyna embrace him, per- 
haps fasten an amulet upon his arm, or relieve him of 
his heavy clothing and armoiu:. 

If Fazil were absent, Tara and Zyna would often sit 
and talk of him. Poor little heart ! how it fluttered 
then. She could not tell his sister what rose to her 
lips, but, as her heart swelled, she felt as if she could 
do some great thing for him or for Zyna — defend them, 
or avert evil from them — even if she died herself, it 
would be welcome. Yes, the old story — the old story ! 
— the telling of which, in all its wondrous forms, will 
never finish here, or finish, but to be renewed here- 
after I 
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Did Fazil perceive this ? Not yet. He had a true 
gentleman's best safeguard against presumption, an 
innate modesty in regard to women, which prevented 
it; and yet . . . how often he \vatched the Kthe and 
graceful figure as it passed &om his presence on some 
trifling errand, or the glowing intellectual face as it 
quivered under the excitement of explaining any por- 
tion of one of her old-world books which interested 
her, — or the quiet, demure expression which gathered 
over it, as she sometimes brought — for she would 
allow no one else to touch the vessels she cooked it in 
— her little daily contribution to his father's dinner, 
and waited apart with folded arms till he had told 
her, with a pleasant smile or joke, how much he 
Uked it ! 

" Ah !" said ShSre Khan, after Fazil's first journey 
in the palankeen, and as he lay, languid and weakened by 
his fever, in the outer tent where his retainers could at- 
tend on him — " whom hast thou sent us, Meah ? They 
tell of Chandnee Begum of the Nizam Shahee's, but 
who, after all, was one of our royal race, — that she rode 
with her army of true believers, and fought with her 
enemies. By Alia ! this girl rides so that it is hard to 
follow her ; and we all say, there is that in her eyes 
which, had she a sword in her hand, nay, without it, 
would lead us, as only thou, or the Khan could lead us, 
Meah. Yes, she is a jewel of great price." 

And Fazil liked to hear this ; he liked to hear old 
Goolab exhaust her vocabulary of endearment upon 
Tara, as she sat by him, rubbing his feet when the 
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fever oppressed him ; and when, in those feverish 
dreams which are part of the disorder, strange fancies 
beset him, the Bramhun girl often became a promi- 
nent actor in those unreal scenes of his ima^ation. 

So it grew on. The habits of Eastern people do not 
admit of those demonstrations and protestations of love 
which form part of our social habits. But we have no 
warrant for saying that their feelings are the less ar- 
dent or permanent. We think not ; and that there, as 
elsewhere, they progress silently, and are afterwards 
called into active exercise by occasion and opportunity, 
and with possibly more energy and passion than among 
ourselves. 

When Lurlee had rallied the Bramhun girl some- 
times upon her attachment to her old faith, now, she 
said, hopeless, — and Zyna, throwing her arms round 
her as they sat together in the twilight after evening 
prayer, besought her to give it up — to come to them as 
a sister, as a daughter, — and pleaded hard for this, — 
Tara was sorely tried. Whom had she now to look to ? 
whither was she going ? If there were some of her 
mother's relatives at Wye, — and all she knew of them 
was the surname, — what was she to do ? Even were 
they there, what was she to do? Against her, ever 
rose up the hard cruel wall of Hindu widowhood ; the 
servitude, the nearly inevitable dishonour among 
strangers of her own faith, the hopeless weariness of 
an unloved and uncared-for life ; and so, better death. 
All this had passed through her mind;^before, at Toolja- 
poor, and then there was no alternative. Now ? 
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how hard the new young life pleaded, — as these 
thoughts passed through her mind — the certainty of 
love on the one hand, even as a friend or dependant, 
and of respect and protection from all evil, even though 
to minister to the old Khan should be her only occu- 
pation. This, and to see Fazil daily — to see Zyna — to 
be held to that rough old Lurlee's heart — ^to be the 
child, for so they called her, of all the servants, — ^what 
had the other life to compare with this? Even if 
she found her people, what had they to offer her but 
misery ? for so it seemed. 

And when, one day (Wye was now only a few stages 
distant) Zyna told her what they wished — ^what they 
all spoke of among themselves — ^what Fazil had pro- 
posed to his father, — and how the old Khan had at 
first gently resisted it, desiring a high connection for 
his* son, and yet had conceded in the end ; — when 
Lurlee came and pleaded too> and told her, and proved 
to her by the planets and the elements, that she would 
be fortunate to the house and to Fazil — a loved and 
honoured wife,^— what could she say? The new life 
now rose up within her vigorous and defiant against 
all other thoughts; and its blessed shape — definite, 
honourable, irresistible, and delicious to contemplate 
— ^would not be repelled. 

" Only give me time," she cried, hiding her burning 
face in Zyna's bosom — " only give me time ! It is so 
sudden — so unlooked-for." Then she added, after a 
pause, and looking up sadly, /'I am his captive and 
his slave ; not of your people, lady, but a stranger, and 
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an infidel as the priest says ; impure among my own 
sect, and of no account but for shame and dishonour. 
As such, I cannot come to a noble house. Ah, do 
not mock me 1 " 

" They say," returned Zyna, " that the Emperors of 
Dehli sought brides from among the Bajpoots, and 
esteemed them as honourable and as noble as them- 
selves ; and thou art a Bramhun, Tara, far purer and 
nobler than they. But no matter : thou art our own 
Tara, whom Alia hath sent to us, and whom we have 
received thankftdly, for him whose heart no one as yet 
has touched. Let it be as we all will ;" and Tara at 
last said it should be so. 

Was she grateful or happy, this desolate girl ? 0, 
far beyond either ! All those dreamy imaginings which 
at home, among her books and flowers, had taken no 
definite shape, now assumed a palpable reality. In 
her eyes glorious, in her heart Fazil was supremely 
glorious also. She dared not look at him now, even 
by stealth ; but there was ever a sweet assurance of 
his presence — of his care — of his thought, which pro- 
duced a kind of ecstasy, filling her mind with a sublime 
devotion and innocent passion : often filling her eyes, 
too, causing a strangely tight feeling at her heart as 
if she could not breathe, and then a deep sigh as her 
tears welled over ; and she hoped, with an almost deli- 
rious joy, that she was to belong to him by-and-by : 
no matter how far distant it might be,— only to 
belong to him, and be for ever with him. 

And so the time passed to them alL A pleasant 
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life which, day by day, grew to be more absorbing to 
Tara, and caused jndifference to outward occurrences. 
But had her enemy been idle ? 

The force marched late one day. Moro Trimmul 
had ascertained that the litters and followers gene- 
rally, would not arrive in camp before nightfall. It 
was^ dark, for there was no moon ; and he laid his 
plans accordingly. Day and night, he and Gunga, 
in various disguises, had watched about the Khan's 
tents, and had tried to get speech of the servants. 
He dare not come openly, except to the Khan's 
Durbar, where he heard nothing. He was nearly 
hopeless of success, when he understood casually that 
the evening march was determined upon. All the force 
was not to move ; but some only with the Khan, for 
the sake of convenience of supplies and water. It was 
a short stage — only four or five miles, and the Khan's 
tents were to precede the force. He and his family 
were to remain in a village for the night, and several 
houses had been cleared for him. Thus much had 
Gunga picked up, and for once, fortune seemed to 
favour their designs. 

Fazil had recovered, and again rode with his men. 
Tara, therefore, once more occupied the litter, which 
was closed, and carried with those of Lurlee and Zyna. 
Had she continued to ride as she wished, nothing could 
have happened. As it grew dark, Moro Trimmul — 
with a small body of horsemen which he had detached 
f5pom the Envois and kept about his own person — ^fol- 
lowed Tara's litter at a distance, and yet so as not to 
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interfere with it. As it grew dark, and they neared 
the place where they were to stop for the night, he 
observed that Tara's palankeen was the last : he knew 
it from the white devices sewn on the red cover ; and he 
dexterously, yet apparently unpremeditatedly, pushed 
his horsemen between it and the others, in a narrow 
lane, in which litters, horsemen, and soldiers were 
much crowded together. Then he stopped his men, 
pretending there was obstruction in front ; and so the 
litters of Lurlee and Zyna, which were surrounded by 
footguards and guides as usual, went on for some dis- 
tance, never missing the one behind. 

Moro Trimmul was exultant. At the next turn in 
the road, his own servants, who had been instructed 
beforehand, went to the bearers of Tara's litter, pre- 
tending to have been seeking them, and, abusing them 
roundly for their carelessness in remaining behind, 
bade them come on rapidly. The men followed blindly ; 
they knew they were to go to a village, and here was 
one ; and, pressing forward, they presently reached a 
house to which they were directed. 

" Put down the palankeen. Gosha ! Gosha ! Mur- 
dana! Murdana!"* was cried by several voices; and 
a screen of cloth being stretched, as usual, from the 
palankeen to the entrance of the court, and the door 
of the litter opened, Tara emerged from it unsuspi- 
ciously : then the door was instantly closed behind 
her, a thick shawl was thrown round her head which 

* Private ! Private ! Tlie usual cry when Mahomedan ladies 
enter or depart from a house. 
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almost stifled her, and she felt herself taken up by 
powerful arms, and carried rapidly onwards. She 
struggled violently, but a voice she knew but too well, 
hissed into her ear through the shawl, '' Be quiet, else 
I will kill you ;" and for a moment she lost conscious- 
ness. 



CHAPTER VI. 

Tara revived as the shawl was pushed roughly from 
her head, and the cool air reached her face; in 
another moment she was set down in a verandah, 
closed from the outer court by thick woollen curtains, 
in which a small lamp, placed in a niche, glimmered 
faintly. There could be no doubt now. Releasing 
her, Moro Trimmul drew himself up, panting with 
the exertion of carrying her, and looked at her from 
head to foot ere he spoke; while Gunga, advancing 
from a dark comer of the room, and bending lowly 
with a mock gesture of reverence, touched the ground 
near her feet, and then retreated a pace so as to see 
her better. 

"Thou hast had powerful friends, Tara," said the 
Bramhun bitterly, and with a scornful sneer — " very 
powerful ; even the enemy's general and his fair son ; 
but the Gods are not with them, but with me. Once, 
in blood and terror, didst thou escape me ; but not now, 
girl — never more. Now thou art mine, and there is 
nothing between thee and me ; nor sister, nor father. 
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nor mother ; only thee^ and only me; and thou hast a 
long account of misery to pay me." 

" The holy Moorlee of the Goddess forgot her faith 
and her vow among the cow-slaying infidels ; and the 
Mother hath sent me to bring her back from her dainty 
lover, who rides in cloth-of-gold and bright armour," 
said Gunga, with another mock reverence. " Art thou 
ready, Moorlee of Toolja Mata ? ready to be such 
as I am, in her service? Come ! there is thy master 
and mine ; be content that thou art saved the sin of 
faithlessness to her. Didst thou think she — the 
Mother," continued the girl, advancing a step at each 
word till she was close to Tara, who shrank from her — 
" the Mother would loose thee from thy vow to be the 
petted toy of an unclean Toork ? Tara, didst thou 
think it ? Ah, yes ! I know thou didst, faithless, when 
the fair boy's arms were about thee." 

" Silence !" cried Tara panting, as these bitter words 
stung her to the quick. " Silence I thou art shameless, 
Gunga. what have I ever done to harm thee, that 
thou hast such bitter ennaity to me ? " 

" Thou art beautiful, and I hate thee for that. I 
hated the'e long ago, before thou wast a Moorlee," she 
replied. "He loved me once, that Moro Trimmul 
there ; now he cries, * Tara ! Tara !' all day long, like a 
sick child, and will not look on me. Thou wilt hate 
me because I have taken thee from thy beautiful lover; 
but, Tara, more deeply do I hate thee for taking 
mine from me. Look, he gave me this gold zone. It 
is as heavy as thine — ^heavier. That is all I have left — 
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that is all. He will give thee another, by-and-by ; not 
now, but when he has done with thee. Enough ! Take 
her away, Moro Trimmul. I have done thy bidding, 
and earned the gold. Take her away — ^far away — ere 
I repent of this, the worst work of my Hfe, and join 
her against thee. Go !" 

" Gunga ! Gunga ! go not," cried Tara, seizing her 
dress. "There is pity in thy heart, let it come out 
to me. leave me not to him, by your mother, by 
your " 

" Come," cried Moro Trimmul fiercely, casting his 
arm about her. " This is child's play, come. . . . Nay, 
Tara, gently, and it were better for thee — else I will 
strike thee," he said, under his breath, but with a 
terrible distinctness, as she struggled violently, shriek- 
ing as she did so. " Gunga ! the shawL Quick, girl 
— lest she be heard without. Quick ! Bar the outer 
door." 

It was too late. Several persons, among whom 
was an elderly Bramhun of sedate and respectable 
appearance, attended by armed retainers, came up the 
steps hurriedly and entered the room. Between the 
noise of Tara's shrieks and his own exertions, Moro 
Trimmul had not heard them, and with Gunga's aid 
had forced Tara to the ground, and was endeavouring 
to tie the shawl about her head, which she was resist- 
ing with all her might; but Gunga had succeeded in 
catching her hands, and Tara was much exhausted. 
Another instant, and she would have been helplessly in 
their power ; but at this moment Gunga saw the cur- 
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taiii pushed aside, and one of the men enter with his 
sword drawn ; and, loosing Tara, she npset the cmise 
burning in the niche, and fled into an inner portion of 
the dark apartment. 

"Who art thou?" cried the man, darting forward 
and seizing Moro Trimmul's arm ; " what murder is 
this thou art doing ? " 

He had had no time to escape, or even to rise from 
his kneeling posture to shake oflF the soldier's grip, and 
two others also caught him at the same moment ; while 
the elderly man, calling earnestly for a light, raised up 
Tara, and disengaged her from the shawl which had 
been thrown about her. "Art thou wounded?" he 
said. 

" By the Holy Mother," cried one of the men with 
whom Moro Trimmul was struggling violently, "be 
quiet, else I will drive my knife into thee. Bind him, 
brothers, he may be armed. Quick ! " 

At this moment a man bearing a lighted torch 
came into the court from the street, and ran rapidly up 
the steps into the room. As the light flashed upon the 
struggling group of men, the leader of the party re- 
cognised Moro Trimmul, and bid his retainers release 
him. As they did so, Tara, who had partly risen, sank 
again to the ground, clasping his knees, and crying 
piteously for protection. 

The old Bramhun understood the situation at a glance. 
"There was another woman here, — seize her !" he ex- 
claimed. She was not, however, to be found. " Peace," 
he said to Tara, " peace, my daughter ; be comforted, no 

VOL. m. B 
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one shall harm thee. Who art thou? What has 
happened V 

" I am the nnhappy daughter of Vyas Shastree of 
Tooljapoor, who was murdered, and I am an orphan," 
she cried sobbing. " Oh, defend me from him ; he 
would have done me violence and dishonour." 

"Moro Trimmul," said the old man sadly, "how 
often hast thou been warned, and what new wicked- 
ness is this? — ^against a Bramhun girl too, and the 
daughter of the man to whom thy sister was given 1 
Oh, shame!" 

"She is a Moorlee," he replied sulkily, "and has 
done dishonour to the Mother by living with Maho- 
medans in camp. It was from them I have rescued 
her, and would have taken her to Wye, but she resisted. 
I have done no evil, Pundit, nor intended any." 

" Is this true, girl ? " asked the Bramhun. 

" Quite true, Maharaj," answered Tara sobbing hys- 
terically, and hardly knowing what she said : " only 
take me hence, and I will tell thee all ; but I am not 
impure, — I am not defiled, — I have nothing to be 
ashamed of. Oh, put your hand on my head, and take 
me to my people in Wye. Save me, else I shaU die ; 
or kill me, rather than let him or the woman come 
near me. When I am alone with your family I will 
tell them aU." 

" Come," said the man, who was Govind Narrayen, 
the principal envoy of the Rajah Sivaji, and a Bram- 
hun of wealth and high station in the country, best 
known among the people under the familiar title of 
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Baba Sahib. " I am well known, and I knew and ho- 
noured your father, and grieve his death. Come with 
me, and you shall go on with my people at once to 
Wye. They leave the camp to avoid the confusion, 
and will take care of you, and the bearers and palan- 
keen are still in the street. 

"As to you, Moro Trimmul," he continued, turning 
to him, "I reserve my judgment till I have inquired from 
this girl of what she complains. I bid you, however, 
beware. The Maharaja is not what he used to be, and 
will submit to no profligacy now. I take this girl as 
my daughter, and she is safe against you. Beware ! " 
And so saying, and giving his arm for Tara to lean on, 
while he partly supported her with the other, he led 
her out, and once more placed her in the litter, which 
was taken up and carried forward rapidly. 

The Envoy and his escort had also moved with the 
camp, and he had sent on his family to a stage some 
miles distant. As he passed through the street of the 
village where Tara had been set down, the bearers of 
her litter, who had remained with it, hearing the stifled 
scream from within the court, and alarmed by the sud- 
den closing and fastening of the door, had stopped 
Baba Sahib as he went by, and besought him to see 
whether Tara was not in danger. He had dismounted, 
some of his men had burst in the court door, and we 
know the rest. 

" Again baffled, witch that thou art !" cried Moro 
Pundit, flinging himself on the ground as Tara passed 
out, and tearing up the clay of the floor in the agony 
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of bis passion : '' what sent that meddling fool to aid 
thee ? If it had been only that proud boy she loves, 
ah ! I would have slain him and her together. Gunga ! 
Gunga ! where art thou ? girl, I bum — I choke ! 
She too is gone, devil that she is. If she had only 
helped me sooner I had stopped the screams, and no 
one could have heard them. Gunga ! dost thou hear ? 

By y' and he swore a frightful oath, " come hither, 

or I will come and stab thee : art thou too playing with 
me? Beware!" 

The girl advanced from a dark comer trembling, 
yet without fear ; and as she did so, he raised himself 
on his arm, and she saw him grasp a knife at his 
waistband. " Kill me," she said, " if thou wilt ; twice I 
have aided thee, and twice the Mother hath saved her 
from us. I will have no more of it." 

"No more!" cried the Bramhun, starting to his feet, 
and seizing her arm he shook her roughly — " no more ! 
This from thee ? I tell thee we have gone too far to 
recede. Will that old dotard be quiei? Will he spare 
my character ? Not ha He has been my enemy from 
the first, supplanted me in my authority, crossed me 
in every design, and lastly in this — Why didst thou 
bungle with the shawl ? Coward ! witch ! devil !" — and 
he stmck her violently on the face with his open hand 
at each word. " Why didst thou fail me ? Go ! " and he 
flung her away from him, so that she tottered and fell 
heavily against the wall beyond. " Go ! may " 

Her fall and agony of mind prevented her hearing 
the frightful curses which followed. Once before, when 
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his fiister had come to him, the paroxysm of passion 
had been like this, but only once, and yet he had not 
dared to strike her. She was not stunned, but the 
misery of her mind ! She felt her lips were cut, and 
her mouth was bleeding. The pain of this, the degra- 
dation of having been struck, made the girl desperate. 
If she had had a dagger she would have stabbed him 
or herself. She could see him very dimly, for the 
place was dark except the faint light which came in 
from the drawn curtains. She saw that he was sit- 
ting, leaning against one of the wooden pillars of the 
room, rocking himself to and fro. He had drawn his 
knife, and a faint gleam of the naked blade was seen now 
and again as he moved. Was she to die, or he ? No 
matter. In a frame of mind like hers death has no 
terror. It is only the return to consciousness which 
brings fear with it, and she lay crouching on the ground, 
but watching him intently. If he moved towards her, 
she knew she must die ; but he did not move, and sud- 
denly the rocking ceased, he seemed to fall heavily to 
one side, and lay there motionless. 

Was he feigning, in order to get her into his power ? 
No, it did not seem so, for he lay still, breathing 
heavily. She had heard that thick heavy breathing 
once before, and now recognised it again. Still she 
was cautious. She rose gently, and stepping Ughtly 
forward stood over him, yet near enough to the steps 
to escape if he moved. The knife had fallen from his 
hand, and lay beside him She took it up, and placed 
it in her own waistband. He was insensible ; his tur- 
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ban had partly fidlen off, and his face lay towards the 
light, turned upwards. He could not harm her now, 
— he was in her power. . . . The evil spirit within, 
tugged hard at her heart, and she drew the knife. 
Then the blood from her lip trickled into her mouth, 
and the wound smarted and urged on her hand. If he 
had risen and spoken a word to her, she would have 
killed him ; but as he lay so helpless, the girl's heart 
once more softened. '' It is my death, I know," she 
said ; " let him kill me ; I cannot kill him, and this 
faint will pass away. Now she is gone, he may love 
me again." Poor fool, to think it ! 

Then she watched a few moments, and as she sat 
down by him raised his head into her lap. The face 
was cold and clammy ; was this death ? There was 
no water, else she would sprinkle some on him, but 
she fanned him with the end of her garment, and after 
a while he opened his eyes gently. '' Gunga l" he said, 
stretching out his arms, '' where art thou, girl ? come to 
me." It was the old tone of kindness, almost sad. Poor 
fond fool, she did not resist it ; and, wiping the blood 
from her lips, kissed his forehead. 

Meanwhile, Tara> sorely shaken in body and mind, 
had been put into the litter. She heard the bearers 
ask the old Bramhun whether they were to take her 
to Afzool Khan's tents ; and he had opened the door, 
and said to her kindly that she had better come to 
her own people, and that his wife and sister, who knew 
them, would take chaige of her, and be kind to her ; 
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that they were at a village some miles further on, and 
he himself would escort her there. 

She was helpless to object : in the first place, she 
dare not prefer the Mussulman noble's house, as 
strangers to her faith and to her own people; nor 
dare she resist a Bramhun of the Envoy's powerful posi- 
tion in whatever he chose to do. She had no alterna- 
tive, indeed, for he shut the door ere she could reply, 
the bearers took her forward at a rapid pace, and the 
night was somewhat advanced, ere she was again set 
down at the door of a respectable house in a village, 
and several women-servants, such as are menials in 
Bramhun families, kindly assisted her to alight, bring- 
ing what there was in the palankeen after her. 



CHAPTER VII. 

It was a house something like their own at Toolja- 
poor. There was the master's seat, with its flowers 
and holy text painted on it ; the verandah open to the 
court ; the thick curtains between the pillars let down 
to exclude the night air, which was chill. The room 
was neat and scrupulously clean. She was once more 
in a Bramhun's house. 

Before Tara sat two women, both elderly. One a 
stout and matronly figure, with a grave but kind 
countenance^ a2id grey hair neatly braided, with heavy 
gold rings round her neck, wrists, and ankles, plainly 
but richly dressed, indicating rank and wealth ; the 
other evidently a widow, clad in coarse white serge, 
her head clean shaved, and her wrists, ankles, and 
neck without any ornaments. She had strong coarse 
features, much wrinkled, small piercing eyes deep 
set in her head, and her skin was flaccid and shrivel- 
led. She was the elder sister of the Envoy, and 
lived with him a life of austere penance and privation, 
and, as a Hindu widow, was a pattern of scrupulous 



TAKA: A MAHRATTA TALE. 73 

attention to the rules of her faith. Neither rose to 
meet her. 

Tara advanced and touched their feet in token of 
reverential submission and salutation. By the lady, 
whose evident rank had attracted Tara first; the action 
was received at least without repugnance, and perhaps 
with interest ; but by the other with marked aversion 
— ^she drew back her feet as though to prevent pollu- 
tion, and shrank aside, evidently to avoid contact. 

"Thou art welcome, daughter of Vyas Shastree," 
said the one ; " peace be with thee." 

''And that gilded thing is called a widow and a 
Moorlee!" cried the other, with a scornful glance at 
Tara. " sister, admit her not ! Why has she any 
hair ? Why is she more like a bride than a widow ? 
— a harlot rather than a virtuous woman ? " 

''I am a widow and an orphan," returned Tara 
meekly, sinking down and trembling violently, as she 
addressed the first speaker. '' I have been saved from 
dishonour, lady. be kind to me ! I have no one on 
earth to protect me now. They are all gone — all — 
and may God help me !" 

" Your mother was one of the Durpeys of Wye, was 
she not?" asked the Envoy's wife, whose name was 
Amba Bye. " Do they know of thee ? " 

" I do not know, lady," returned Tara ; " they have 
never been to us, nor we to them ; but my mother was 
a Durpey, and used to speak of them" 

" Her father lately married that wild sister of Moro 
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Trimmul's, and Sukya Bye is sure to know her/' said 
the widow. 

" not to her ! — ^not to her ! " cried Tara passion- 
ately — "do not give me to her? I beseech you by 
your honour, by your children, lady, by all you love on 
earth, not to give me to her. Do with me as ye will 
yourselves, ye Mre matrons, but " 

"And why not, girl?" asked the widow, interrupt- 
ing her. 

" Peace ! Pudma Bye," said her brother, now enter- 
ing, and seeing that his sister s question had caused 
pain, " the girl hath had a sore trial ; listen to her, ere 
thou art hard on her. Speak, daughter, let us know 
from thine own lips how and why thou wast suflfering 
violence from Moro Trimmul." 

" From Moro Trimmul 1 " exclaimed both ladies in a 
breath. 

" Yes, from him did I rescue her, sister, else she had 
fared badly, I fear," returned the Envoy. " A violent 
and wicked man, — ^who must be brought before the 
council, to prevent further scandal. But speak, daugh- 
ter, — thy name?" 

" Tara." 

" Tara : well, fear not. Amba Bye is strict, but 
kind. Speak truly, we listen." 

And Tara told her little story: how she had be- 
come a priestess when the Goddess called her ; what 
she knew of holy books ; how she had been carried off 
from the temple by Moro Trimmul, and how he had 
persecuted her before. How she was taken by Fazil 
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Khan, and had been saved by him from the King's 
harem at Beejapoor. Finally, how they had treated 
her with honour and respect, and were taking her to 
her only refuge at Wye. 

Ah, it was a sad story now : a glimpse of a heaven 
of delight now shut out from her for ever ! She saw 
the stony eyes of the grim old widow wandering over 
her, from her glossy braided hair and the garland of 
jessamine flowers which Zyna had put into it just be- 
fore they left camp, to the gold ornaments about her 
neck which Zyna would have her wear ; and, above all, 
to the silken saree, and the gold anklets which Fazil 
liked, because the tiny bells to them clashed so musi- 
cally as she walked. Over and over again, as she told 
her simple story, and was believed by the Baba Sahib 
and his wife, did his sister evince decided unbelief and 
scorn. But at the last her brother rebuked her. 

"I rescued her myself from violence," he said, "and 
what she tells me confirms her whole story. Peace, 
Pudma I one so helpless and so beautiful should have 
thy pity, not thy scorn." 

" Let her have her head shaved, and be such as I am ; 
let her live with me, and bathe in cold water before 
dawn ; let her say the name of Qod on her beads a 
thousand times an hour during Ihe night ; let her do 
menial service," cried the widow rapidly ; "and then, if 
she can do these things, brother, she is a Bramhun 
widow, and true; else, cast her out to the Mussulmans 
with whom she has lived. Art thou ready to do all 
this, girl?" she continued, stretching out her long skinny 
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flaccid arm, which was naked to the shoulder, and 
showed that the serge about her was her only garment. 

Tara's spirit sank within hes. Yes, such as the 
being before her were Hindu widows — such they would 
daim her to be. " It were better if I were dead," she 
groaned — " better if I were dead." 

"Better if thou wast dead!" echoed the widow. 
*' Ay, much better. Such as thou art, were better dead 
than live, in a harlot's guise, to be a disgrace to the 
faith!" 

" Nay, peace, sister," said her brother — " I will have 
none of this. While she is with us, she is our guest 
and daughter, and shall be cared for tenderly. Take 
her away, Amba, and let her rest. I will see Afzool 
Khan at the Durbar to-morrow, and inquire if what 
she says be true ; but my heart already tells me it is so." 

Amba Bye rose and said a few soothing words to 
Tara as she stood over her and raised her up. " Come," 
she said, " I will not harm thee — come." And Tara 
rose and followed her to an inner room. The old lady 
had perhaps been afraid of her sister-in-law, or she 
was softened by Tara's beauty and grief, for, as she 
closed the door, she sat down and took her to her heart, 
laying her head on her bosom. '' Thou art a gentle 
lamb," she said, stroking her head. '' God help thee, 
child," and Tara clung to the kind heart, and felt, as it 
were, loving arms once more closed around her. 

That night she slept with Amba Bye. Her sleep 
was at first broken, and full of fearful dreams ; but 
wearied nature and youth in the end obtained their 
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mastery over her, and she sank into a deep slumber, — 
so deep, that the son was high in the morning ere she 
awoke. 

It had been a weary time to Zyna, Lurlee, and the 
Khan's household, and even the Khan and the priest sat 
up far into the night, speaking of Tara. No one had 
slept As to Fazil, he, with ShSre Khan, Lukshmim, 
and a body of horse, rode round the country for miles, 
all through the night, seeking Tara. No one dared speak 
to him, and the men had never seen him so excited 
before. He and Lukshmun, whose activity even sur- 
passed his own, had stopped every palankeen ; every 
cart or carriage which was covered ; every veiled 
female they could see. Villages had been searched 
also, but no trace of Tara was found — ^none ; and Fazil 
returned home dejected and worn out, only, however, to 
change his horse and the men, and to start once more 
with Lukshmun, who would not leave him, on an errand 
equally fruitless. That day (Fazil was still absent) 
Baba Sahib sought Afzool Khan after the afternoon 
Durbar, and told him what had happened : how he had 
rescued Tara, how he had sent her on to Wye with 
his wife and sister, and how she would be safe in his 
hands ; and he heard in return how she was respected 
and loved in the Khan's family. 

" We cannot allow her. Khan," he said kindly, " to 
remain with you, much as you have respected her faith. 
It would be a scandal to Bramhuns, if the daughter of 
Vyas Shastree were the guest even of Afzool Khan 
and his household. It is not compatible with her 
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purity or her honour, which, now her father is dead, 
her people must protect We — ^that is, my wife and 
myself — ^have charged ourselves with her for the pre- 
sent ; and her people, the Durpeys of Wye, are rich 
and devout, — ^they will receive and protect her." 

Afzool Ehan remonstrated as far as possible. Tara 
had grown to be a familiar and beautiful object to him ; 
but he felt the Bramhun was right, and he must not 
connect her name with his son'a He dare not mention 
to Lurlee what had been done, but he told Fazil when 
he returned, and so all knew of it. 

'' At least she is safe and in honourable keeping," 
said Fazil, when he had heard all, '' and for the rest, as 
Gk)d wills. But as for that Bramhun, father, he escaped 
me once — ^it may not be again." 

" Look ! " cried Lurlee to Zyna, who was sitting 
sobbing bitterly — " look ! Had I only been careful, 
this would never have happened. It was Sunday 
night, and Saturn ruled from the second hour of the 
first watch to the end. Could anything be worse ? We 
should not have moved at all. My pearl, my love, she 
should not have left us ! Hai ! Hai ! May the peace 
of the Prophet be with her, and the protection of Alia 
be upon her till we meet again ! " 

" Ameen ! Ameen ! " sighed Zyna, but she was not 
comforted, nor was Fazil. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Magnificent as is the scenery of the Western Ghauts 
of India throughout their range, it is nowhere, perhaps, 
more strikingly beautiful than in the neighbourhood 
of the great isolated plateau which — ^rising high above 
the mountain-ranges around it, and known under the 
name of Maha-bul-eshwur, from the temple at the source 
of the sacred river Krishna on its summit — ^is now the 
fevourite summer retreat and sanatarium of the Bom- 
bay Presidency. Trim roads, laid out so as to exhibit 
the beauties of the scenery to the best advantage— pretty 
English-looking cottages, with brilliant gardens, and a 
considerable native town, are now the main features of 
the place ; but at the period of our tale it was unin- 
habited, except by a few BraYnhuns and devotees, who, 
attracted by the holiness of the spot, congregated around 
the ancient temple, and occupied the small village be- 
side it. Otherwise the character of the wild scenery is 
unchanged. From points near the edges of the plateau, 
where mighty precipices of basalt descend sheer into 
forests of everlasting verdure and luxuriance, the eye 
ranges over a sea of rugged mountain - tops, — some, 
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scathed and shattered peaks of barren rock — others with 
extensive flat summits, bounded by naked cliffs which, 
falling into deep gloomy ravines covered with dense 
forests, would seem inaccessible to man. 

To some readers of our tale, this scenery will be 
familiar ; but to others it is almost impossible to con- 
vey by description any adequate idea of its peculiar 
character, or of the beauty of the ever-changing aerial 
effects, that vary in aspect almost &s the spectator 
turns from one point to another. Often in early 
morning, as the sun rises over the lower mists, the 
naked peaks and precipices, standing apart like islands, 
glisten with rosy tints, while the mist itself, as yet 
dense and undisturbed, lies wrapped around their 
bases, filling every ravine and valley, and glittering 
like a sea of molten silver. 

Again, as the morning breeze rises in the valleys 
below, this vapour breaks up slowly : circling round 
the mountain summits, lingering in wreaths among 
their glens and precipices, and clinging to the forests 
until dissipated entirely by the fierce beams of the 
sun. Then, quivering under the fervid heat, long 
ridges of rugged valleys are spread out below, and 
range beyond range melts tenderly into a dim dis- 
tance of sea and sky, scarcely separated in colour, yet 
showing the occasional sparkle of a sail like a faint 
cloud passing on the horizon. Most glorious of all, 
perhaps, in the evening, when, in the rich colours of 
the fast-rising vapours, the mountains glow like fire ; 
and peak and precipice, forest and glen, are bathed in 
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gold and crimson light; or, as the light grows dimmer, 
shrouded in deep purple shadow till they disappear in 
the gloom which quickly falls on all. 

Westward from this great mountain plateau, and 
divided from it by a broad deep valley clothed with 
forests, the huge mountain of Pertabgurh rises with 
precipitous sides out of the woods and ravines below. 
The top, irregularly level, furnished space for dwelling- 
houses and magazines, while ample springs of pure 
water snflSced for the use of a large body of men, by 
which it could be easily defended. At various periods 
of time — by the early Mahratta chieftains of the country 
in remote ages, and afterwards by their Mahomedan 
conquerors — ^walls and towers had been added to the 
natural defences of the place, as well as strong gate- 
ways protected by bastions and loopholed traverses, 
on the only approach to the summit — a rugged path- 
way, which could hardly be called a road. Under 
very ordinary defence, the place was perfectly impreg- 
nable to all attacks by an enemy from without ; and, 
at the period of our tale, it was held as his capi- 
tal and choicest stronghold, among many such fast- 
nesses in those mountains, by Sivaji Bh6slay, a man 
destined to play a conspicuous part in the history of 
his country and people in particular, and of India 
at large. 

We have already informed the reader, in a some- 
what desultory manner perhaps, for we are not writing 
his history, of the attempts made by Sivaji to establish 
an independent power; and, by taking advantage of 
VOL. in. F 



82 TARA: 

the weakness and distraction of the kingdom of Bee- 
japoor, of which he was a vassal, — on the one 
hand, and of the ambitious designs of the Emperor 
Anmngzeeb on the other, to raise himself to a posi- 
tion in which he conld secure the actual administra- 
tion, and eventually the sovereignty, of his native 
wilds. 

Hindu history is in all cases unsatisfactory; and that 
of the early Mahratta chiefs and principalities of the 
Dekhan eminently so. On the invasion of the Dekhan 
by AUa-oo-deen, nephew of the then King of Dehli, 
in A.D. 1294, the fort and city of Deogurh, now Dou- 
latabad, was held by Bajah Bamdeo Jadow, who ap- 
peared then to have been prince of the whole country. 
Whether he was so or not, whether the chiefs of the 
wild tracts of the Ghauts and provinces lying on the 
western sea-coast were his tributaries or vassals, or 
whether they were actually independent of each other, 
has never been ascertained; but, on the dowufsdl of 
the princely house of Jadow, no other ruler or chief- 
tain seems to have made any resistance, and the 
Mahomedans, gathering strength, and founding a 
kingdom at Gulburgah, in the centre of the Dekhan, 
gradually subdued the whole tract, establishing gar- 
riisons in the wildest parts, fortifying hills not al- 
ready used as strongholds, and improving the defences 
of others, in that noble, and picturesque style of 
fortification which now excites our wonder and admi- 
ration. 

One of the Mahratta families of ancient native nobi- 
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lity, though not of the highest grade, were the Bhdslays. 
The Jadows, though no longer possessing princely 
power, had descended into the rank of landed proprie- 
tors, or hereditary officers, under the ancient Hindu 
tenure, of the districts over which their ancestors had 
once held sway. Under ordinary circumstances, an 
alliance between the families would have been rejected 
by the Jadows ; but one fell out nevertheless, and after 
a strange manner. 

At the marriage of a mutual friend, Shahji Bh6s- 
lay, then a pretty boy, was present with his father, and 
the head of the family of the Jadows with his daughter, 
Jeejee, a child younger than the boy Shahji. The 
children began to play together, and the girl's father 
remarked jocosely what a pretty couple they would 
make. The remark was heard by the boy's father, who 
claimed it as a promise of betrothal, and, after some 
discussion, and objection as to disparity of rank, the 
children were eventually married. From these parents 
sprung Sivaji, who, with his mother, as remarkable a 
person in many respects as himself, became the origi- 
nators and leaders of the renewed independence of the 
Hindus of the Dekhan. 

The women of India, particularly those of the higher 
classes and families, are invariably the treasuries of 
family events, and of deeds of departed or existent 
greatness. Jeejee Bye, an ambitious, perhaps un- 
scrupulous woman, strove hard to excite her husband, 
Shahji Bh6slay, to exertion in the Hindu cause. She 
filled his mind with legends of the Jadows' power ; she 
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sought ont the histories of his own family ; she urged 
him to assert his right to districts in sovereignly of 
which he was only the official head ; and she actively 
canvassed all the heads of the Mahratta families, with 
a view to a combined resistance against the Mahome- 
dan powers, then beginning to show symptoms of a 
final decadence. 

And not without eflFect. Shahji, the servant and 
vassal of the Emperor of Dehli as of the King of Bee- 
japoor, rebelled in turn against both ; was restless and 
unfaithful, lacking, while a bold, enterprising partisan 
soldier, the higher qualities which could direct and 
take advantage of such movements. He was fre- 
quently imprisoned, fined, and otherwise punished, but 
nothing checked his wife's ambition. Left to herself 
during his long absences and captivities with her 
young son among their native wilds, surrounded 
by rude retainers, she turned to him as soon as he 
could comprehend her plans; and by the mother 
and son those designs were sketched out which, in 
respect of utter hopelessness at first, and splendid suc- 
cess afterwards, have few comparisons in the world's 
history. 

As the boy grew up, his immediate retainers joined 
him in wild enterprises against the Mahomedans, 
which to the people savoured of madness, but which, 
as they increased in boldness of design and execution, 
were believed to be the deeds of one especially protected 
by the Goddess Bhowani, the tutelar divinity of the 
Jadow family. His mother, an ardent votary, pre- 
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tended to be occasionally visited by the Goddess in 
person, and, filled with her divine afllatus, spoke pro- 
phecy. Her son believed in her inspiration : and gra- 
dually Ms friends, Maloosray, Palkur, and others, with 
a superstitious faith, believed also. Undisciplined, 
often unarmed men of the Mawuls, or mountain val- 
leys above the Qhauts, who were called Mawullees, 
and of those below the mountains towards the sea, 
called Hetkurees, joined the young leader: scaled 
mountain forts, or descended into the plains beyond 
the valleys, gathering arms and booty, occupying 
Mahomedan garrisons, putting their defenders to 
the sword, and never relinquishing what they had 
obtained. 

So year after year passed, and the young Sivaji, as 
he grew stronger, became more daring and enterpris- 
ing. Originally a few hundreds of half-naked, ill-armed 
mountain peasants, his forces of Mawullees and Het^ 
kurees at last numbered many thousands of active, 
determined men. He had possession of some of the 
strongest mountain forts in the Western Ghauts ; he 
had built, aud was building, defences to other isolated 
and naturally almost inaccessible mountains. He was 
arming them with cannon purchased by stealth from 
the Portuguese of Gk)a, or cast by his own skilful 
artificers; and as he gained more perfect local 
strength, he was silently extending his intrigues to 
all the Mahratta families of ancient Maharastra 
by agents like Moro Trunmul^ and awaitkig the 
time patiently, till all could rise to overthrow the 
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Mahomedan govemments which held them in sab- 
jection. 

Had those goyemments, after the spirit of the earlier 
Mussulman invaders of the Dekhan, been intolerant of 
Hindus, denied them privileges of worship, defiled their 
temples, confiscated their ancestral rights, or other- 
wise harassed and oppressed them, — ^it is probable that 
Shahjfs first attempts towards throwing off the Maho- 
i medan yoke would have met with better success. But, 

I on the contrary, there was now little or no oppression 

or interference with them in any way; and many of the 
Mahratta chieftains not only held estates in fief for 
service, but joined the armies of the Mahomedan kings, 
and fought with them bravely and faithfully. We have 
ourselves a counterpart of this, in some respects, in the 
Norman occupation of our own country; inasmuch as, 
while some Saxon thanes then held themselves aloof, 
and retired to the management of their own estates, 
others were found who joined the invaders, or, gradually 
imitating their manners, became incorporated with 
them. 

That Sivaji's prospects had assumed a more encour- 
aging form than any of his father's, may easily be 
imagined from the method in which they had been 
maintained. The Duss^ra, or festival of Bhowani, 
throughout Maharastra, of 1657, the year of which 
i we write, was to show, by a private muster of the 

I people, what forces were available for a general rising ; 

I and after that it would be determined how they were 

to be employed. 
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We know what the object of Maloosray's mission to 
Beejapoor had been, and its result. Sivaji had heard 
already by express from the capital, of the death of the 
Wiizeer, the discovery of some of his own correspond- 
ence by the King, and the acceptance of the gage by 
Afzool Ehan to undertake a campaign against him 
with, a picked army. He had not heard since, nor had 
Maloosray arrived ; but Sivaji knew that Afzool Ehan 
was no laggard in war, and that he must prepare him- 
self to meet the emergency. 

A fascination for sacred plays which had possessed 
him &om childhood, was a strange peculiarity of this 
man's character. As Sivaji grew up, no distance, no 
personal danger, deterred him from being present at 
any which could by any possibility be reached. Some- 
times openly, and more frequently in a peasant's or 
common soldier's garb, the young prince, with a few 
chosen associates, would appear at places where his 
arrival was incomprehensible, and his disappearance 
equally abrupt and mysterious. In the latter days, 
these " Kuthas,"' as they are termed, became means of 
assembling his men without attracting suspicion ; but 
his adherents well knew that the most exciting enter- 
prises immediately followed them. 

Soon after the arrival of the news from Beejapoor, 
notice of one to be held at Pertabgurh had been sent 
through the country, and from the earnestness and cele- 
rity with which the orders were circulated from village 
to village, the people at large were assured of the 
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proximity of some notable event, and hoped, in their 
own expressive phrase, that, at last, the "fire would 
light the hills/' 

With this partial digression, and introduction to 
the Kajah's play, the day of which had arrived, our 
history will proceed 



CHAPTER IX. 






Fbom a straggling, irregular village, which could hardly 

be called a town, nestling in a hollow under the -moun- \ 

tain of Pertabgurh, a rude pathway, for it was little 

else, ascended to the fort above. Very rough, but very 

lovely, was this road. The forest, or jungle, had been 

partly cleared away from its sides, but noble trees still 

htmg over it, aflfbrding grateful shade as it wound 

round ravines and shoulders of the mountain in gra- 
dual but easy ascent ; and the huge broad leaf of the 
teak tree, the graceful and feathery bamboo, and other 
masses of luxuriant foliage, rich with great creepers 
now covered with flowers, which hung from tree to tree 
in graceful festoons, or dung in dense masses about 
their tops, — presented endless and beautiful combina- 
tions with the bold upper precipices of the mountain x 
itself, and the distant ranges behind it. Farther up, 
as the air grew fresher in the ascent, and you looked 
down into deep gloomy delk, or abroad over the valley, 
or up to the rugged sides of the great mountain be- 
yond, — a subtle blue atmosphere appeared to pervade ; 
everything; and this, the piBculiar characteristic of | 
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those high tropical regions, seemed to increase in depth 
of colour, — and, without in reality obscuring the fea- 
tures of the scenery, to soften its rugged outlines, and 
blend its almost savage elements into harmony. 

It has been said of natives of India that they are 
insensible to beauties of natural scenery. We admit 
that Mahomedans to a great extent are so, but not 
Hindus, still less Mahrattas, of these glorious moun- 
tains. Their sacred books, their ballads, and recited 
plays, abound with beautiful pictures of natural objects ; 
and, living among combinations of the most glorious 
forms in nature, peopling every remarkable rock, 
deep dell, or giant tree with spiritual beings belong- 
ing peculiarly to each, who are worshipped with a rude 
veneration, — insensibility to outward impressions and 
their influence upon character would be impossible. 

So now, at the time we speak of, a numerous com- 
pany of men on foot were ascending by the pathway 
already mentioned to the fort, and that light merriment 
prevailed among them which ever accompanies the 
enjoyment of fine scenery and pure mountain air, and 
excites physical capability for the endurance of the 
heaviest fatigue. Some ran or leaped, as occasional 
level portions of road occurred ; others climbed among 
the crags and rocks by its side, or, knowing shorter 
paths to the summit, struck out of the main road, and 
breasted the steep mountain with a freedom and agility 
only known to mountaineers. 

Keen-eyed, lithe, spare, yet muscular men ; low in 
stature, yet of extraordinary power of endurance ; often 
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heavily armed with long matchlock, and its accom- 
paniment of powder -horns, buUet-bags, aifd other 
accoutrements tied round the waist, — ^a long, straight, 
heavy two-handled sword hanging over the left shoul- 
der, or a smaller curved sabre fastened into the waist- 
band, with a dagger or two, and a broad shield at the 
back — such were Sivaji's Mawullees. Ordinarily unbur- 
dened with much clothing — a pair of drawers fitting 
tight below the knee, a coarse handkerchief wound about 
the head, and a black blanket thrown over all, or <irossed 
over the chest, leaving the arms free, sufficed for ordi- 
nary purposes ; on festival days, however, all were clad 
in a clean suit oi coarse cotton cloth, with a gay turban, 
and scarf round the waist, and bunches of wild flowers 
tucked fantastically into the folds of their head-dress. 

This was a festival day — for their Eajah had ordered 
a Eutha ; and all knew when this took place that it 
was the prelude to some raid or foray — some distant 
expedition in which honour and booty were to be 
gained — and when the Mawullees would strike in, 
hard and fierce, on the unsuspecting Moslems. The 
''Dhunni," or master, as they called him, had been 
unaccountably quiet for some time past ; but to a man 
they knew he was not idle, and throughout that coun- 
try, as in more remote provinces, the conviction pre- 
vailed that something unusual was to happen — some 
manifestation of the will of the Gbddess, whom all 
feared and most worshipped. There was nothing ap- 
parent or tangible ; but expectation and excitement 
prevailed nevertheless. 
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For several days previously, the usual messengers 
had run from village to village among the Mawuls 
or valleys of the ranges near Pertabgurh, giving news 
of the Kutha. The players had come from Wye, 
from Sattara, and other towns, and the Bajah's hill- 
men had been clearing the usual place of celebration, 
and were now decorating the royal seat, and stage for 
the players, with green boughs and wild flowers. The 
little town was already full of people, and others were 
crowding up the mountain to make their salutation to 
then: beloved prince who, now seated in his hall of 
audience, surrounded by a few friends, soldiers, and 
priests, denied no one the privilege so dearly prized, 
that of making a ^'salam " to their Rajah, and receiv- 
ing one in return. 

Up the mountain-side, through the grim gateways, 
till they emerged upon the irregular plateau at the 
top, the men poured in a continuous stream. Some 
singly or in small groups ; others in larger companies 
headed by a pair of '' gursees," or pipers, one playing a 
drone, the other a reed flageolet, very strong and shrill 
in tone, the combination of which, as well as the wild 
melodies played, being curiously like bagpipes in effect. 
Others had with them their village trumpeters ; and 
shrill quivering blasts of their horns, accompanied by 
the deep monotonous notes of large tambourine drums, 
not unfrequently arose together or singly from different 
parts of the ascent, and were answered by the Eajah's 
horn-blowers stationed on the bastions above the 
gates, and elsewhere in the towers above the precipices. 
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The fort was fall of meo, for several thousands were 
assembled in it : sitting in groups^ rambling about the 
walls, or by the side of springs and wells, untying the 
bundles of cakes which each man had bound to his 
back, and making a noonday meal ; or proceeding to 
their chieftain's kitchen, received the daily allowance 
of meal bread, which was served out without stint to 
all comers on those occasions, and of which huge piles 
stood on the kitchen floor ready for distribution. 

All the morning Sivaji had sat in his humble hall 
of audience, surrounded by some of his tried friends, 
and some Bramhun priests and scribes. No gorgeous 
palace was this, like that at Beejapoor, but abroad shed 
made by poles fastened together, and thatched with 
grass and teak-leaves, decorated gracefully and appro- 
priately with leafy branches and wild flowers. At the 
upper end was the Rajah's seat, a low dais covered 
with coarse cotton carpets, on which the " guddee " or 
royal seat — a velvet pillow covered with gold em- 
broidery, and a seat to match — had been placed tempo- 
rarily. Below the dais, the leaders of large and small 
parties of men came — saluted — seated themselves by 
turns, and got up and departed with the usual saluta- 
tion, but seldom without notice ; and while other men 
passed quickly by, the chief bad a kind word of greet- 
ing or reminiscence or salute for every one. Many saw 
that his features were clouded with care ; but the news 
from the capital concerned no one, and the Kutha to 
come off that night would, they knew, prove the usual 
prelude of active service. 
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Seated 83 he was amidst a crowd of friends and 
attendants, the Mahratta Bajah seemed, in the distance, 
almost contemptible, from his small stature and plain, 
insignificant appearance. Dressed in ordinary white 
muslin, the only ornament he wore was the "jika," 
or jewel for the turban, which sparkled with valu- 
able diamonds. A light red shawl drawn over 
his shoulders protected him from the somewhat chill 
wind, and before him lay his terrible sword Bhowani, 
and the large black shield of rhinoceros hide which 
he usually wore. A nearer view, however, gave a dif- 
ferent impression. Somewhat dark in complexion, 
with a prominent nose, broad in the nostril ; large, 
soft eyes, small determined mouth and chin ; a thin 
mustache curled up at the ends, and bushy black 
whiskers shaved on a line with his ear, — formed a 
countenance at once handsome and intelligent : while 
his slight figure, apparently more active than strong, 
evinced, by its lithe movement even while sitting, a 
power of endurance which was confirmed by the ex- 
pression of his face. 

No one who had once seen the Maharaja ever forgot 
him. Though now mild in expression, if not sad, most 
about him had seen and remembered the face in other 
and wilder moods of excitement: in war, or in the 
actual hand-to-hand combats, in which he delighted, 
and from which he could with difficulty be restrained ; 
while the impression that he was an incarnation of 
divinity, mingled awe with the respect and love which 
all bore him. 



CHAPTER X. 

The morning ceremony was at length over, and, some- 
what wearied by it, and by sitting inactive so long, 
Sivaji rose and passed into his private apartments, to 
which the shed or pavilion was a temporary addition. 
The rough mountain fortress aflfbrded no royal palaces. 
A few terraced houses, divided by courts, with some 
thatched out-oflBces and stables, stood on an elevated 
spot near the walls ; and the Eajah's favourite retreat was 
a small vaulted apartment, which joined the fort-wall 
— indeed, formed portion of it — and from which a small 
projecting window, placed immediately above one of the 
deepest precipices, looked out over the valley and moun- 
tains, and commanded a view of part of the ascent. 

It was a habit of Sivsgi's to go to no ceremony, nor 
return from any, without saluting his mother. Did he 
ever leave the house or return to it, he touched her 
feet reverently, while she gave him her blessing. The 
son's faith in his mother was only equalled by her 
faith and love for him ; and as a pattern of filial piety 
and devotion, his example is still inculcated upon the 
Mahratta youth by many a village schoolmaster. 
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She met him at the threshold of the door, and, as 
was her wont, passed her hands over his face and neck, 
kissing the tips of her fingers ; while, bowing low, he 
touched both her feet, then his own eyes and fore- 
head. 

"Is Tannajee arrived, son," she asked, "that thou 
hast broken np the reception so early ? " 

" No, mother," he said ; " but come with me, for my 
spirit is heavy, and there is a shadow of gloom over me 
which thou only canst dispel. No, there is no news, 
and that vexes me." 

She followed him into the apartment we have men- 
tioned. A plain cushion had been placed near the 
window upon a soft mattress, and he flung, rather 
than seated himself, upon it, and buried his face in his 
hands, turning away from her. 

She sat down by him, and again passed her hand 
over his face and neck, and kissed her fingers without 
speaking. 

A mother's loving hand ! ye who know it, who 
possess it as the rude waves of life come breaking one 
by one against you, be thankful that it is there in its 
old place, soothing and sustaining like nought else of 
earthly comfort ! Ye who have lost it, never forget how 
lovingly it used to do its blessed work In times of 
anxious trial, perplexity, and sickness most of all, — ^ye 
shall feel it still, in the faith which leads ye where it 
is gone before, and awaits your coming. So, forget it 
not ! — forget it not I 

For a while both were silent. The mother knew the 



( 



A MAHBATTA TALE. 97 

feelings whicli filled her son's mind too well to inter- 
fere ^with their course, ^till she sat by him, and 
patted him occasionally as she used to do when she 
sootlied him to rest as a child. '' K he could sleep," 
she thought, '' this gloom would pass away ; but it 
will do so nevertheless." 

Se lay still, sometimes looking out into the blue air, 
w^atching the swallows as they passed and repassed the 
window in rapid flight to and from their nests, which 
Imug to the ledges of the precipices, — or the groups of 
people ascending and descending the pathway to the 
gatea Again, burying his face in the cushion, he lay 
still, and his mother watched, and gently waved the 
comer of her garment over his head, lest any insect 
should light on him and disturb him. There was no 
sound save the dull buzzing of flies in the room, and 
sometimes the loud monotonous note of a great wood- 
pecker from the depths of the ravine below. 

He turned at length, and she knew the crisis was 
past. " Mother," he said, " hast thou been with the 
Groddess to-day? To me she is dim and mournful; I 
ask my heart of her designs, but there comes no an- 
swer. Is her favour gone from us ? '' 

" Who can tell her purposes, my life ? " she replied, 
" we are only her instruments. fail not in heart ! 
K there be troubles, should we not meet them ? K 
she bid us suffer, shall we not suffer ? But, 0, fail 
not— Kioubt not ! Kemember thy father doubted and 
failed, and what came of it but weary imprisonment, 
fine, pain, shame, and failure? not so, my son : better 
VOL. m. G 
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thou wast dead, and I with thee, than to doubt and 
fail." 

" The trial will be heavy, mother,'' he returned. 
" Here we are safe, and I fear not for thee ; but for the 
rest> the cause is hopeless, and that is what vexes me. 
Years of stratagem and arrangement are gone with that 
man's death, and all we have planned is known." 

" And if it be known, son, dost thou fear ? " she ex- 
claimed. '* What has been gained by these communi- 
cations with a traitor ? son, he who is not faithful 
to the salt he eats, is untrue to all besides. I — ^a 
woman only — and the priests will tell thee not to trust 
a woman's thoughts or designs — I tell thee I am glad : 
I rejoice that a trial has come to thee. One hour such 
as thou hast passed now, with thine own heart to speak 
to thee, is worth more to the cause than a thousand 
priests or a lakh of swordsmen. I tell thee I am 
glad : for such things only can teach thee to trust thy- 
self, and not to look to others." 

*' And thee, mother ? " he said smiling. 

" No, no — ^not to me," she replied quickly, " except 
the Goddess speaks by my mouth. No, not to me. I 
am but a woman else, fearful of thee, my son — fearful 
of the bullet, the sword, the lance, the wild fray of 
batde— featful of ^" 

"Nay, mother," he cried, sitting up and interrupting 
her, " not of the sword or the battle ; there I am safe, 
— ^there I fear not. Were I but there now, this heavi- 
ness at my heart would pass away. ' Hur, Hur, Ma- 
hadeo!' the cry — the shout rings in my ears and 
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xirgea xne on ; then there is no time for thought, as 
now in this silence.'* 

" And it shall ring again, my son/' she replied. 

" Fear not — doubt not, only act : that is all. Wilt 

thou be like thy father, drifted here and there by every 

carrent of rumour like a straw upon the sea ? ' Such 

a one will not join, what can I do? Such a thing 

threatens, what can I do ? This man says this, shall I 

follow it ? That man says the other, shall I follow it ? ' 

So lie followed as others led ; so he acted as others 

advised. What came of all 1 only shame, my son. Had 

he said to all, Do this, they would have done it. 

Mother, Holy Mother," she cried, standing up and 

lifting her joined hands towards the deep blue sky, 

" come from thence — come from the air into thy 

daughter's heart ; teach me what to say, how to direct 

him, or direct him thyself! Mother, we do all for 

thy name and honour, and for the fedth so long degradr 

ed : let us not fail or be shamed ! 

" Not thus, son," she continued after a pause — "not 
thus wiU the spirit come upon me, but in the temple 
must I watch alone and pray and fast, ere she will 
disclose herself to me ; and I will do so from to-night. 
Yes, she will be entreated at last. Perhaps,'* she 
continued simply, but reverently, "the Mother is in 
sorrow herself, and needs comfort. No matter, I will 
entreat her." 

" Surely she hath heard already," replied her son 
after another pause, "for my soid is better for thy 
words — ^stronger, mother. Yes, I see how it will be ; 
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nor Moro Trimmul, nor Tannajee, nor Palkur, nor any 
one but myself. I had thought to lay all these matters 
before the people at the Entha to-night, but I will not. 
I wiU only say we must work for ourselves — ^against 
the Emperor, against the King, and most against 
Afzool Khan. If they will only trust in me — yes, 
mother, if they will only trust in me — ^we shall have 
victory, and I will not disappoint them or you.'" 

** Now, a thousand blessings on thee, Sivaji Bh6slay, 
for those words,'' cried his mother, passing her hands 
over his head. " I have no fear now — ^none. (Jo to the 
Kutha — tell them all that their time is come ; and when 
you cry ' Hur, Hur, Mahadeo ! ' each shout of theirs in 
reply will echo the death-cry of a thousand infidels. 
Now, let me depart, my son ; it is well for me to go 
to the Mother, and sit before her ; haply she may come 
to me. Better to be there, than that a woman should 
be near thee, when the woman's spirit has passed out 
of thee." 

" Bless me, then, my mother, and go ; nor will I stay 
here long," he replied. " The shadows are even now 
lengthening in the valleys, and I should have the people 
collected ere it is dark." 

She placed her hands upon his head solemnly: 
" Thus do I bless thee, my son — more fervently, more 
resignedly than ever. Go, as she will lead thee in her 
own time. To all thy people thou wilt not alter, but, 
to the Moslems, be stone and steel. Trust no one — ask 
of no one what is to be done, not even of me. Do 
what is needful, and what thy heart tells thee. Show 
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no mercy, but cut out thine own path with the sword. 

If thou wilt be great, do these things ; if not : but 

no^ thou wilt be great, my son. She hath told me so ; 
and thou wilt reckon the true beginning of it from 
that silent watch there, by the window. I go now, but 
stay not thou here. See, there are none ascending, 
and even those descending the hill are fewer, (ro to 
them." 

He watched her intently as she left him and dis- 
appeared behind a curtain, which fell before a door of 
the apartment leading to the small household temple. 
An expression of triumph lit up his large dark eyes 
and expressive features. '^She said I must &ct for 
myself,'' he cried aloud. " Yes, mother, I will act for 
thee first, and then for the people ; and there shall be 
no idle words again — only 'Hur, Hur, Mahadeo!' 
when the fire is on the hills.'' 



CHAPTER XL 

The servants and attendants of the lady awaited 
her without, and preceded her to the temple, which 
was situated in a court by itself, — ^a small unpre- 
tending building, which her son had built at her 
request. The usual priests sat by the shrine, feeding 
the lamps with oil, and offering flowers and incense 
for those who needed their services. This, too, had 
been a busy day for them, for the Bajah's temple had 
been opened to those who came to the fort ; and many 
a humble offering and donation of copper coins to the 
priests, from the soldiery, had been the result. The 
court had now been cleared of all visitors, and the doors 
shut. As the lady advanced and sat down before the 
shrine, the priests made the customary libations and 
offerings, and stood apart, not daring to speak, for her 
visions of the Goddess were well known, and much 
feared, and this might be the occasion of one of them. 
So, as she sat down, the priests and her attendants 
shrank back behind the entrance to the sanctum, and 
awaited the issue in silence. 
Very different from Tara, as she had sunk down in 
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her strange delirium before the shrine at Tooljapoor, 
the Maha* Banee, as she was called, but more simply 
and lovingly the " Lady Mother," was perfectly cahn 
and self-possessed. A small, grey-headed, slightly - 
formed woman, of gracefiil carriage and shape, which 
liad altered little, if at all, from the best period of her 
youth: nor, except in her hair, had age apparently 
told much upon her ; for the arms were still as round, 
the skin of her cheek as soft and downy as ever, and 
the firm springy tread of the small naked foot showed 
no decline of vigour. Her son often told her she was 
yet the most beautiful woman in Maharastra ; nor in- 
deed, in the clear golden olive of her skin, in the deli- 
cate mould and sweet expressive character of her 
features, above all, in the soft lustre of her eyes, had 
she many rivals. 

She had seated herself directly before the shrine, on 
which was a small gold image of the Goddess upon a 
golden pedestal ; and the water-vessels, lamps, and other 
articles of service were also of gold. The full light of 
the lamps within shone out on her, and glistened on 
the white silk garment she wore, with its broad crimson 
and gold border — ^upon the jewelled bracelets on her 
arms — ^and the large pearls about her neck. The end 
of her saree, heavy with gold thread, had fallen a little 
aside as she seated herself, and her soft throat, and a 
little of the crimson silk boddice below, could be seen — 
enough to show that if the face were calm, the bosom 
was heaving rapidly, and under the influence of no 

* Maha — great 
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common emotion. No one dared to speak to her, or 
interrupt her thoughts or prayers, whatever they might 
be ; and when she seated herself before the shrine in 
this manner, the priests and attendants knew she ex- 
pected a " revelation," and had to wait, even though it 
might be for many hours, for the issue. . 

When it came, it was with various effect. At times 
calm, with glistening eyes and throbbing bosom, her 
hands clenched convulsively, she would speak strange 
words, which were heard with a mysterious reverence, 
and recorded by an attendant priest ; at others, the 
result was wild delirium, when they were obliged to 
hold her, and when the excitement was followed by 
exhaustion, which remained for days.* Now, however, 
she sat cahnly, her eyes cast down, but raised occa- 
sionally with an imploring look to the image, seldom 
altering her position, and seemingly unconscious of the 
time which passed. 

Long she sat there ; the shadows of the mountains 
lengthened, till only their peaks shone like fire, and 
then suddenly died out The moon rose, and the 
little court was white under her silver beams, and 
still the lady sat and moved not. The chill night 
breeze at that elevation had caused an involuntary 
shiver to pass over her, which her favourite attendant 
thought was the precursor of the usual aJBfection, but 
nothing followed ; and seeing it was caused by cold, 

* A series of very curions and most interesting papers on this sub- 
ject, by the late Xavier Murphy, Esq., were published some years 
ago in the * Dublin University Magazine.' — M. T. 
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had, apparently nnobserved, cast over her a large r^d 
sha^l, which fell in soft folds around her person. It 
was far in the night when she arose from that strange 
vigil ; and, dreamily passing her hands over her face 
and neck as if to arouse herself, sighed, and advandng 
to the threshold of the shrine, joined her hands to- 
gether, and bowing reverently before the image, 
sainted it, and silently turned away. 

*' Not to-night, Bheemee,'' she said to a woman who 
approached her bearing her sandals, and laid them 
down at the entrance to the temple, — " not to-night. 
The Mother bids me go ; she is sad, and will come 
another time. Hark! what is that?" and she paused 
to listen. 

A hoarse roar, a cry as though of a wail of thousands 
of voices, came from all sides at once, floating up 
the precipices, echoed from the rocks, and reverberat- 
ing from mountain to mountain. It seemed to those 
present, who were already filled with superstitious 
expectation, as if spirits cried out, being invisible, and 
that some unearthly commotion was in progress around 
them. In the pure mountain air, still as it was, these 
sounds seemed to float about them mysteriously, now 
dying away, and now returning more faintly than 
before, till they ceased, or only a confused perception 
of them remained. The fierce shout or wail, however, 
occurred but once; what followed was more dififiise 
and undecided. 

" Something has moved the people more than ordi- 
narily, lady," said a priest who advanced from the outer 
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court *' The assembly can be seen from the bastion 
yonder, and I have been watching it while you were 
within ; if you would look, follow me." 

She drew the shawl more closely around her, and 
went with him through the court to the bastion, 
which, situated on the edge of an angle of the preci- 
pice, commanded a view of the town and valley below. 
The moon shone clear and bright, else she had looked 
into a black void ; but the air was soft and white, of a 
tint like opal, as the moon's rays caught the thin va- 
pours now rising. Some thousands of feet below, was 
a bright spot in a dell, filled with torches, which sent 
up a dull smoke, while they diffused a bright light on 
all around. There were many thousands of people there, 
mostly men, and there was a glitter as of weapons 
among them, as the masses still heaved and swayed 
tmder the influence of some strange excitement. She 
could make out no particular forms, but she knew that 
her son sat in the pavilion at the end, and about that 
there was no movement. As she looked, the shout they 
had first heard arose more clearly than before — '' Hur, 
Hur, Mahadeo, D6nguras-lavil4 D^va ! " * 

" Mother," she cried, stretching out her arms to 
the sky, and then to the dell below, " enough ! thou hast 
heard the prayer of thy daughter : thou wast there with 
him, not with me. Now I understand, and it is enough. 
Come, Bheemee, it is c6ld," she said, after a pause, 

♦ ** Mahadeo ! the fire lias lit the hills !"— the Mahratta invo- 
cation to battle ; which is used also as the heading to aU threatening 
notices. 
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j and in her usual cheerfnl voice, "thou shouldst have 

been yonder in the Kutha, girl, and all of you. WeU, 
the next, to-morrow night, will be a better one, and you 
shall all go, for I will go myself with the Maharaja ; 
come now, they will not return till daylight ;" and 
descending the steps of the bastion, she followed her 
servants, who preceded her, to the private apartments. 
Below, Sivaji had been busy since before sunset. 
He bad descended the mountain on foot, attended by 
his body-guard, and a large company of the garrison 
of the fort — a gay procession, as, accompanied by the 
pipers and horn-blowers of the fortress, it had wound 
down the rugged pathway in the full glare of the 
evening sun; and, amidst the shouts of thousands, and 
a confused and hideous clangour, caused by the inde- 
pendent performances of all the pipers and drummers 
of the clans assembled — ^the screaming, quivering notes 
of the long village horns, the clash of cymbals, and the 
deep tones of some of the large brass trumpets belong- 
ing to the temple, which had been brought down from 
the fort, — Sivaji passed on round the village to the spot 
which had been cleared for the Kutha. 

It was a glen from which all wood had long been 
cleared away, and short crisp grass had grown up in its 
place, which, moistened by the perpetual drainage of 
the mountain, was always close and verdant. Near 
enough to the village to serve as a grazing ground for 
its cattle, the herbage was kept short by them ; and the 
passage round and round its sides of beasts of all kinds, 
goats and sheep, cows, bullocks, and buflFaloes, had worn 
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them into paths which formed, as it were, a series of 
steps, rising gradually to the edge of the forest above. 

In the midst was a bright green sward, soft and 
close, and of some extent, and at all times of the year 
the resort of the village youth for athletic exercises — 
wrestling, leaping, archery, shooting with the match- 
lock, or, most favoured of all perhaps, the sword-play- 
ing, for which the Mahratta soldiery were most cele- 
brated. A projecting mound, which might have been 
artificial, and was possibly the partly completed em- 
bankment of some intended reservoir, stretched nearly 
across its mouth, and while its grassy surface afforded 
seats to many of the spectators, it shut out the valley 
beyond, from all observers. 

At the upper end of the dell, which in shape was a 
long oval, and slightly raised above the level sward, 
was the Bajah's seat, a platform of sods and earth, 
covered with dry grass, and then with carpets from the 
fort, upon which the Guddee, or seat of state, was placed. 
Directly the Eajah had retired from the morning cere- 
mony, the cushions had been taken down the mountain 
and placed on this dais, which afforded room also for 
many personal friends and priests who attended the 
ceremony with him. 

In the centre of the sward, but near the upper end, 
was the place for the players. The smoothest portion 
of turf had been selected, and around it wattled screens 
were built, made of leafy branches, for entrance and 
exit, and also to allow of changes of dress, rest during 
intervals of performance, and the like. The stage, if 
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it might be called one, was bounded by wild plantain 

trees cut off at the root, and set in the ground so that 

the broad leaves continued fresh and green, and above 

these were twined branches of teak with their large rough 

foliage, bamboos, and other slender trees readily felled 

and transported ; while long masses of flowery creepers 

had been cut from the forest, and hung from poles at 

each side above the players' heads in graceful festoons. 

Inside all this foliage, were huge cressets of iron filled 

-with cotton-seed soaked in oil, and all round the area 

l>elow, and especially round the Bajah's seat, similar 

torches had been arranged, which would be lighted as 

the ceremony began, and illuminate the whola 

Before the stage, there was a small altar of earth, 
on which brightly polished brass vessels for pouring 
libations were set out, and above them, upon a silver 
pedestal, a small silver image of the (roddess had been 
placed for worship. 

Early in the afternoon, people had begun to assemble 
there, and after the Bajah's arrival in the town, a 
new procession was formed to accompany him to the 
place. Thousands had rushed on before it ; along the 
valley, over the shoulders of the mountain, and as 
best they could, so as to secure good places for the sight ; 
and by the time the head of the procession crossed the 
little brook which bubbled out beneath the mound, and 
ran leaping and tinkling down the valley, and had 
entered the glen,— the whole of its sides and the mound 
had grown into a dense mass of human beings closely 
packed together. There were comparatively few women ; 
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those who sat there were for the most part the Bajah's 
Mawullees and Hetkurees, armed as if for battle, 
ready, if needed, to march thence on any enterprise, 
however distant or desperate. 

A dear space had been left for the advancing pro- 
cession. In front the Bajah's pipers, playing some 
of the wild mountain melodies, which echoed among 
the woods and crags above, broken now and then by 
blasts of horns and trumpets, and the deep mono- 
tonous beat of many large tambourine drums, the 
bearers of which were marshalled by the chief drum- 
mer of the fort, who, with his instrument decked 
with flowers and silken streamers, strutted or leaped 
in front of all, beating a wild march. Then followed 
Bramhuns, bareheaded and naked to the waist, carry- 
ing bright copper vessels of sacred water, flowers 
and incense, with holy fire from the temple on the 
mountain, chanting hymns at intervals. After them, 
the players and reciters, male and female, in fantastic 
dresses, wearing gilt tiaras to resemble the costumes 
seen in carvings of ancient temples, among whom were 
the jesters or clowns, who bandied bold and free re- 
marks with the crowd, and provoked many a hearty 
laugh and sharp retort. After these the Bajah's own 
guard, some with sword and buckler only, others bear- 
ing matchlocks with long bright barrels, who marched 
in rows with somewhat of military organisation ; then 
the servants ; and last of all Sivaji himself. Slowly the 
procession passed up the centre ; then the leading por- 
tions of it dividing on each hand, the Bajah, advancing. 
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mounted the small platform. Ere he seated himself he 
saluted the assembly, turning to each side of it with 
his Iiand raised to his head, and all rose to welcome 
>iim i^th clapping of hands and shouts which made 
the TV^ooded glen and the precipices above, ring with 
the joyous sound. Then all subsided into their seats, 
and the preliminary sacrifices and offerings began. 



CHAPTER XIL 

We need not describe them. After the sacrifice of 
several sheep before the altar, to propitiate the Goddess 
in the form of worship peculiar to lower castes, the 
Bramhons continued the rest of the ceremonies. Here 
were the same recitations of religious books, the Shas- 
trasand Foorans; the same processions sweeping round 
the altar with offerings, and hymns chanted by the 
Bramhuns at stated periods ; the same invocations of 
the deity to be present, as we have already seen in the 
temple at Tooljapoor ; and as they proceeded, shadows 
lengthened, the sun disappeared behind the mountains, 
and gloom fell rapidly on the glen and its people. 

Very soon, however, it was lighted up ; men bearing 
huge copper vessels of oil on their shoulders, went 
round the area pouring cans full upon the cotton-seed 
in the iron cressets, and then lighting them, and a 
blaze arose from each which illuminated a large space 
around. Gradually the whole were lit ; and the effect 
was as strange as beautiful. 

Tier upon tier of closely-wedged human beings, 
whose white dresses and gay turbans and scarfs ap- 
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peared even brighter by night than by day, arose on 
all sides, those nearest the light being clearly seen, 
while the others, rising gradually to the top, were less 
and less distinct, till they seemed to blend with the 
fringe of wood above, and disappear in the gloom. 
Below, about the place of performance, and around the 
Kajah's seat, the illumination was brightest ; and the 
thick smoke of incense rising from the altar hung over 
all like a canopy, diffusing its fragrance to the farthest 
edges of the assembly. Above, the grim mountain 
precipices hung threateningly over all, fringed at the 
top by walls and towers, hardly perceptible in the 
distance, except where they projected against the sky ; 
and on which, and on the woods, as the night advanced, 
the bright light of the moon fell with a silvery lustre 
which our northern climate does not know. 

To act a Hindu play is by no means so simple a 
matter as to act an English one. It frequently lasts 
several days. On this present occasion it would occupy 
three nights. There was the introduction, the middle, 
and the catastrophe. There would be pleasant witty 
interludes of broad farce between the scenes, acted by 
the clowns in various characters ; satires upon Bram- 
huns, and priests generally, being a favourite subject : 
upon landlords and tenants : upon servants and mas- 
ters: upon lovers — ^merchants — in short, upon all social 
topics. There would be political satires also ; and the 
Bajah would see himself represented according to the 
popular belief^ whatever it might be, flatteringly or the 
contrary, and would take the joke good-humouredly. 

VOL. III. H 
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So the entertainmeiit proceeded. We, who sit for 
an hoar or two with a languid indifference, or real ap- 
probation, as it may be, of theatrical representation 
here, can hardly appreciate the intense absorption of a 
Mahratta andience at one of their religious plays, where 
gods and demigods, represented by clever players and 
singers, engage in earthly struggles of love or war, and 
evince human sympathies and passions. So hour after 
hour passed, and Bajah and people alike sat and lis- 
tened and watched ; now to a grand scene from the 
Mahabarut or Ramayun ; now to a merry farce, or de- 
scription by the " chorus" of what was to come next ; 
now to a plaintive mountain ballad introduced into the 
general performance. 

It was near midnight, perhaps, when a single horse- 
man suddenly turned the comer of the mound, and, 
entering the area unperceived, where it was not 
crowded, rode slowly up the centre. His noble horse 
seemed jaded and weary, for it moved languidly, yet, 
when it saw the lights and people, raised its head and 
gave a shrill and prolonged neigh. Its flanks were 
smoking, and its coat a mass of foam, proving that it 
had been ridden hard and fast. 

The rider's face was tied up, as is customary with 
Mahratta horsemen ; but as he advanced he unwound 
the scarf about it, and the stem features and flashing 
eyes of Tannajee Maloosray appeared to all. For an 
instant he was not recognised, and his advance, indeed, 
bad hardly been noticed at the upper end of the assem- 
bly ^ but some one who saw him cried " Tannajee !^' 
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and the name spread from mouth to mouth, rising into 
a roar of welcome among the people, as the rider 
struggled on through the crowd which now pressed 
about him. Dismounting near the altar, Tannajee 
gave his horse to a servant; and as Sivaji and all 
about him rose to meet him, he ascended to the royal 
seat, and was embraced by his prince in a loving greet- 
ing. He had been long absent, and was expected; 
but his sudden arrival alone, and at that time of night, 
boded strange tidings ; and while his arms were yet 
around his friend, Sivaji anxiously asked what news 
he had brought. 

" Of sorrow, yet of joy, my prince," replied Maloos- 
ray, disengaging himself. *' I heard the news at Jutt, 
and I made a vow which only that altar can clear me 
of, that I would not sit or rest till I had told it to you 
and to the people. — Eise, all of ye ! " he shouted to the 
assembly in that voice which, clear and sonorous, they 
had often heard above the wildest din of battle, " and 
listen to my words ! " 

They rose to a man instantly, and with a rustling 
sound : after which, there was perfect silence. Every 
face of those thousands was turned towards the speaker. 
Every form, from the highest tiers to the lowest, bent 
forward in eager expectation of what should follow. 

** Listen," he continued, " beloved prince and 
people : we have fallen upon evil days, for the Goddess, 
our Mother, has been insulted, and her temple at Tool- 
japoor desecrated. Yes," he continued, lifting up his 
hand to stay the cry which was about to break out. 
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''Afzool Ehan has cast down the image of Toolja 
Mata, plundered the temple of its wealth, slain the 
Bramhuns, and sprinkled the blood of sacred cows over 
the shrine ; and now the altar there, and the Mother, 
are my witness that I have told this grief to ye 
truly ! " 

Then burst forth that strange wild cry which the 
lady mother had heard above in the fort. Some wept, 
others shrieked and beat their mouths, or cast their 
turbans on the ground. Individual cries, no matter 
whether of grief or revenge, were blended into one 
common roar from those thousands, which ascended to 
the sky, and, reverberating from side to side of the 
glen, went out through the woods, — up the mountain- 
sides and precipices of the fort, — softened by dis- 
tance, — ^yet uniting to produce that unearthly yell or 
wail which had arrested her as she left the shrine, and 
caused the watching priests to shudder. 

Apparently, the people waited to hear from their 
prince a confirmation of the news, or intimation of 
what was to be done; for, at a motion of his hand 
they were once more silent, and listening with rapt 
attention. 

" I thought the Holy Mother was in sorrow," he 
said, '' for she has hidden her face from me these many 
days, and my mother too sought her, but in vain. And 
now we know the reason. friends ! people ! 
shall it be so ? Shall the Mother's temples be deso- 
late ? Not while Sivaji Bh6slay lives, and je live ! 
Better we died in honour than lived to be pointed at 
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as cowards, while she is unrevenged ! Listen," he con- 
tinued, using the same gestures as Tannajee to keep 
the people quiet, as he took up the sword lying at his 
feet. " This, ye all know, is named after the Mother ; 
see ! " and he drew it slowly from the scabbard, " she 
hath a bright and lovely face, but it must be dimmed 
in Moslem blood : let her drink it freely ! So I 
swear, and so ye will answer to my cry — Hur, Hur, 
Mahadeo!" 

As he spoke he flung the scabbard passionately on 
the ground, and waved the glittering blade high in the 
air. Already was men's blood fiercely stirred by his 
words, and the Bajah's action rendered them almost 
uncontrollable. Not one of all that assembly who 
wore a sword was there, that did not draw and wave 
it as his chieftain had done; and the light flashing 
from polished weapons, and the frantic shouts of the 
old war-cry, as men swayed to and fro, still more 
excited the rude soldiery — " Hur, Hur, Mahadeo ! D6n- 
guras-lavile Deva ! " 

No wonder that the sound had gone up the lofty 
mountain, and was the more clearly heard as the Eanee, 
looking from the tower above, saw far below the heav- 
ing masses in the glen, and caught the bright glitter of 
their weapons. 

But there was silence at last. It seemed as if the 
men expected to be led there and then against their 
hereditary foes. That, however, was not to be yet. 
During the clamour, Maloosray had told his chieftain 
that Afzool Khan's army was on its march, and that 
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means must be taken to oppose it So the Bajah once 
again spoke out in those clear ringing tones which 
were heard by all. 

" Not now, my people," he cried — " not now. If we 
have sworn to revenge the Mother, she will wait her 
time, and herself deliver this arrogant Moslem into our 
hands. Then, my friends, shall she drink infidel 
blood and be satisfied to the full. So fear not : if this 
news is terrible, it is yet good ; so let us rejoice that 
we have the more cause to be united in avenging it. 
And now sit down once more ; and play on, players ! 
Who shall say that Sivaji Bh6slay and his people were 
scared from their Kutha by Afzool Khan ? " 

" That means, my friends," cried Pundree, one of the 
clowns, after turning a preliminary somersault in the 
air, then resting his hands on his knees, and wagging 
his head with mock gravity, " that the master intends 
to kill the old Khan himself, and that the Mother will 
eat him. Now, as I am going to eat the sheep that 
have been killed there, just to save her the trouble, she 
will be very hungry — ^very hungry indeed ; and if 
her belly is not filled by Afzool Khan, ye are to kill 
all his people and satisfy it. Else beware ! — No one 
likes to be hungry, good folks ; and I for one, am 
always ill-tempered and beat my wife when there is no 
dinner, or it is badly cooked. I dare say the Mother 
is much the same, and if she be so, nothing goes right 
in the world ; so see that ye strike hard, my sons, and 
get plenty of food for her when the master bids ye. 
Do ye hear? Do ye understand? As for the cooking 
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of it, ye may leave that to the devil ; and remember 
that I, Pundrinath, the son of Boodhen§,th, have told 
ye all this, and will bear witness against ye and Tan- 
najee Maloosray if ye do it not; and so — beware, 
beware ! " 

And then, amidst the laughter caused by the quaint 
speech and actions of the privileged jester, the play 
proceeded, while Sivaji heard from his friend Maloosray 
the tale of the Wuzeer s death, the Kdtwal's execution, 
and the sack of Tooljapoor. 

It was more than ever evident to Sivaji, that to at- 
tempt to oppose Afzool Khan in the field with the 
men about him, would be madness ; but he might be 
drawn on, by specious promises of submission, into 
wilds where his cavalry and artillery would be useless, 
and in those jungles the men then present would be 
ample against ten thousand Mahomedan infantry. 

Then it was determined to send those agents to 
Afzool Khan's camp with whose arrival there we are 
already acquainted. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

But the arrival of an Envoy fix)m the Mahomedan Gen- 
eral was an event of no small importance to the Bajah 
Sivaji. In order to further the plan he had conceived, 
and partly executed, in the despatch of envoys to the 
Mahomedan camp — ^it was his object to disarm all suspi- 
cion ; and while assuming an appearance of insignifi- 
cance and weakness which should impress upon the 
mind of a new-comer his insufficiency to make any re- 
sistance, the Bajah was making arrangements which, 
as Maloosray and other friends knew, boded action of 
no ordinary kind. When the time came, he would act, 
he said, as the Goddess directed. His mother had been 
silent for many days, and almost constantly sat in the 
temple before the altar; and it was certain there would 
be some special revelation. She had spread the end of 
her garment* before the Mother, and she had never 
done so, they said, in vain ; but she was silent, and so 
they waited. 

Afzool Khan's envoy had been received with the 

* PvZloo fusa/nU — ^the most earnest and humble supplication that 
a Mahratta woman can make. 
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ntmost distinction. When within a few miles of the 
fort he had been met by a deputation of Bramhuns 
and inferior military officers, and delayed only long 
enough to have the necessary astrological calculations 
made as to a propitious moment for entrance into the 
town. There, a house was assigned to him : servants 
of the Eajah appointed to attend on him : and his 
escort was supplied with forage and food in abundance. 
Nothing was wanting to give assurance of simple but 
earnest hospitality. 

The day after, an audience of the Eajah was fixed 
upon. The Envoy was desired to choose his own time ; 
and the astrologer in his suite, with that of the Eajah, 
having ascertained a lucky conjunction of planets, the 
Envoy was carried up the mountain-side in a palankeen 
to the fort-gate, where sheep were sacrificed before him, 
cannon fired from the ramparts, and the fort pipers, 
drummers, and horn-blowers, performed a rude and very 
noisy welcome. Then the men on guard at the gate, 
with others of the garrison of the fort, formed a street, 
which reached as far as the Eajah's pavilion ; and the 
palankeen being carried along this, amidst the firing of 
matchlocks and shouting of the title of the King of 
Beejapoor by the royal bard and herald in his suite, 
the Envoy was set down before the same rude pavilion 
which we have before described, where the Eajah 
Sivaji awaited him. 

To all appearance an insignificant little man, dark, 
youthful in appearance, with only one ornament in his 
turban, dressed in the plainest clothes, and without even 
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the gold embroidered cnshion on which he had been 
seated on the day of the Kutha. Punto Gopinath 
wondered much when he remembered the exaggerated 
accounts of the Prince which were sung in ballads, told 
by bards and reciters, and were believed by the people. 
Was this the saviour who was to come ? Was this the 
man who was to rescue the Hindu faith from obloquy, if 
not from destruction : — protect Bramhuns, foster learn- 
ing, endow and enrich temples ? Above all, was this 
the man who was to defy the forces of Beejapoor, the 
fierce Abyssinians, the fiery Dekhanies ? the noble park 
of artillery ? There were no troops, no means of ofience 
visible. True, the fort itself was strong, but the gar- 
rison was small, and unworthy of consideration in com- 
parison with the thousands who were even now nigh 
at hand. 

These thoughts hurried rapidly through the Envoy's 
mind as he passed up the street of men, and the Bajah's 
authorities and higher order of servants, who stood on 
each side of this approach to the hall itself Puntojee 
Gopinath was a big man in every sense of the word. 
His body was large and corpulent, and he stooped 
much. His head was wrapped in a white cashmere 
shawl, which increased its naturally disproportionate 
size. His features were massive but flaccid, and his 
cheeks shook, while his head wagged from side to side 
as he walked. His eyes were large, but red and watery ; 
and the protruding under-lip, full, and set in deep lines 
at the comers, gave him an airof pompous self-sufficiency. 

With all this, the Bramhun was a shrewd, astute 
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person. He was vain, and usually confident. Now, 
however, as he saluted the Eajah, he felt the eyes which 
scanned him from head to foot had already taken a 
measure of him, which might be favourable or other- 
wise. Perhaps it was flattering, perhaps mortifying; 
he could not say which. They were in any case differ- 
ent eyes to those of his own rulers and oflScers, who 
were Mahomedans. Their eyes took things for granted, 
and he was accustomed to placid acquiescence, or per- 
haps to occasional fierce bursts of passion, which never 
affected him. These eyes, on the contrary, were restless 
and inquisitive, leaving an impression that they had 
seen and understood hidden thoughts, and would bring 
them out, lurk where they might. 

Perhaps, for the first time in his public life, the Bram- 
hun was disconcerted ; but it was no time to show this; 
and recovering himself, he offered the prescribed salu- 
tation, and sinking into the seat pointed out to him, 
which was beside, but rather in front of the Eajah, 
with a loud exclamation of Eam-chunder ! which was 
his habit — ^he settled himself on his heels after the most 
approved courtly fashion, placed his hands gravely upon 
his knees, twisted up his mustaches, and felt his habit- 
ual confidence return. 

We need not, perhaps, follow the conference. The 
Envoy, as instructed, at first took a high tone as to out- 
rages and treason on the part of the Rajah, and of the 
clemency and wisdom of the sovereign he represented. 
There should have been no attempts at insurrection, be- 
cause the cause was hopeless by force, and the royal 
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ear was ever open to suppKants for justice, if timely 
submission were made. 

The Rajah did not reply personally, but this pitiless 
scrutiny of the Envoy continued without interruption, 
and the address was answered by Bjrishnajee Bhaskur, 
one of his own Bramhun officers, eloquently and yet 
respectfully : — What had been done ? No redress had 
been given for injury, for extortion, and local oppres- 
sion. In despair, some retaliation had been made. It 
was the mountain custom, even by village against vil- 
lage; and did not affect higher relations, which would 
only become the more firmly consolidated when the 
cause of quarrel was past. " But," he added, in conclu- 
sion, " the details are private matters, and will be dis- 
cussed better in privacy, and through Afzool Khan 
alone, does the Eajah wish to have them arranged. 
What have we here to oppose him? We have no 
concealments, no means of defence against such a 
force as his?" 

" Indeed, no," said Sivaji smiling. " An army of 
elephants has been sent to crush ants' nests, as the 
proverb hath it ; and if the noble Khan will remain, 
and take charge of the country now under me, I will 
resign it to him cheerfully, and become his servant. 
Wat thou say this to him ? " 

" Indeed, my prince," returned the Bramhun, putting 
up his joined hands, " we who were in Beejapoor well 
know how much Afzool Khan helped your father, when 
he was confined, in the old Sultan's time ; and how much 
the rigour of his imprisonment was softened by the 
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Khan's kindness. Ah ! he is a hoinane and generous 
man, and has no personal enmity against you, my lord." 

" We will at least put it to the proof," returned the 
Eajah good-humouredly. " You are witness that you 
have seen no preparations for defence or resistance, 
and the sooner he comes the better. We cannot hurry 
him and the force, but we will at least make prepara- 
tions for a peaceful entertainment ; and if the Ehan 
will accept of our rude mountain hospitality instead of 
the JehM we hear he has been preaching against us, it 
will be a happy thing for all." 

" A happy thing indeed !" said Bulwunt Eao, who, 
in the suite of the Envoy, had as yet sat silently, and 
had not been recognised; "and when public affairs 
are settled, private justice may be done to suppliants 
like me, who, only for state quarrels, dare not have 
entered this fort." 

"Who art thou, friend ? " asked Sivaji ; " a suitor to 
me, and from Beejapoor?' — a Mahratta among Mos- 
lems? Who art thou?" 

" I may not mention my name here, my lord," said 
Bulwunt Bao, rising, and again saluting the Bajah 
reverently ; " but I can tell it in private. One Whom 
injustice and evil fate have led where he is, and who, 
only for them, would have been serving you." 

" How can I serve thee?" asked the Eajah sharply; 
" I am not usually hard of access ; therefore come to 
me when thou wilt, and I will hear thee." 

" I will come," returned Bulwunt Eao, looking round 
to all, " and put thee, Sivaji Bhoslay, to the proof. Men 
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vaunt the Kajah's justice," he continued — " he will find 
much to do for me ;'* and he sat down again. 

An awkward pause ensued in the assembly, which 
no one seemed inclined to break : and the person who 
officiated as master of the ceremonies, having observed 
a signal from the Eajah, brought in flowers, with p&n 
leaves, and distributed them in order of precedence to 
the Envoy and all his suite. Bulwunt Rao, however, 
would take nothing. 

" If justice is done me," he said, rising again, " my 
share of flowers will come with it, and will be hung 
about my neck in honour ; if not, they will hang here," 
— and he touched his sword-hilt — " better." 

"This savours of a threat, sir," said Sivaji, with 
flashing eyes. 

" The meanest will turn against oppression," returned 
Bulwunt ; " and Sivaji Bh6slay has just pleaded this 
in extenuation of his own acts. I, too, make the same 
reply, my prince ; and when you know my history, you 
will confess I am no traitor to Mahrattas." 

"All are dismissed," said the Rajah rising; "see 
that these gentlemen are safely escorted below ; " and 
amidst the confusion which occurred in many persons 
rising, and as the Durbar broke up, he whispered to 
the Bramhun who had been spokesman, and who was 
one of his most confidential servants, " See that the 
Khan's Envoy be separately accommodated. I must 
visit him privately to-night, and thou must be with me, 
Erishnajee ; I will come to thee at the first watch." 



CHAPTER XIV. 

The Bajah passed into the inner chamber, and found 
his mother sitting at the window alone, looking over 
the road which ascended to the fort-gate. He pros- 
trated himself before her, as was his wont, and, sitting 
down opposite to her in silence, fell apparently into 
deep thought. She did not interrupt him ; but as the 
trumpet sounded, and a salute of cannon was fired from 
the ramparts, and the Envoy's procession passed out, 
and wound down the pass — she saw him following the 
palankeen with his eyes, while his lips moved gently, 
as though he spoke to himself. As it disappeared be- 
hind a shoulder of the mountain, he turned to her and 
smiled, 

" Mother," he said, " you saw the Khan's Envoy. I 
expected some stupid, wrong-headed, supercilious Mus- 
sulman, but behold he has sent a Bramhun, and with 
him a Mahratta, whom we should know, but no one 
recognises him. I think the Mother will give both to 
nie> yet you said one only." 

" My vision was but of one," she replied, " and it 
will be enough. Who is the Mahratta ? " 
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" They said his name was Bulwunt Rao, mother, but 
he did not mention his surname, and no one knew it," 
returned the Bajah. 

"It must be Bulwunt Rao Bh6slay, Tannajee's 
cousin," replied the lady. " I know of no other Mah- 
ratta of good family in Beejapoor. He is a relative 
of our own. 

" Ah ! " exclaimed her son, " yes, it must be he ; 
and I have promised him justice, mother ; but what 
ofTannajee?" 

"It cannot be, son," she said; "that is a blood 
feud, and blood only will quench it. Tannajee did but 
revenge a murder, and you cannot quarrel with him. 
Let it be ; no good will come of it." 

" KTevertheless I will try, mother ; and if the Bram- 
hun ^" 

" Fear not," she returned. " If he be a true Bram- 
hun, the Goddess hath given him to thee. I will go 
to her. It is my hour for watching, and I will pray 
her to guide thee." 

Sivaji sat as before, looking out over the rugged moun- 
tain-side and the pass, now glowing in the rich tints of 
an afternoon sun. If he could only get Afzool Khan into 
his power, and hold him sure as a hostage, he might 
make his own terms. Would the Bramhun aid him in 
this ? A word from him and the matter was secure. If 
he could only be persuaded to write, a swift messenger 
might be sent to the camp, with one of his own officers 
to guide on the army. Once the troops entered the 
defiles they were at his mercy. There was no escape 
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— ^the whole must surrender or be slain ; but he well 
knew the old Afghan would not agree to dishonour, 
and to separate him from his force, was therefore his 
chief anxiety. As yet the temptation within him had 
assumed no more definite form ; and in respect to the 
final result, his mother, strange to say, was altogether 
silent ; but she had again taken up the position she 
had assumed before the shrine for many days past, and 
his belief in her inspiration was not to be shaken. 

Late that night, muffled in a coarse blanket, and 
accompanied only by the Bramhun before mentioned, 
and a few attendants, the Bajah descended from the 
fort by a steep and rugged pathway, which led from a 
postern directly to the town, and, leaving the men at 
the gate, they passed rapidly on to the house where the 
Envoy had been located. It belonged to the Josee or 
astrologer of the town, in whose science the Eajahhad 
much faith ; and, as was usual with him on all occa- 
sions of great enterprise, the aspects of the planets had 
been consulted, and declared to be favourable at the 
hour at which they had purposely timed their arrival. 
The Josee met them at the door. " The Pundit is 
sitting within," he said, " reading, and there is no one 
with him. I have prepared the writing materials, too, 
as directed, and they will be brought if you call." 

" Wait, then, in the outer court, friends," said the 
Rajah to his attendants. " This must be done between 
us alone. Not even thou, Krishnajee, must know what 
passes between us." 

Punto Gopinath was sitting in the inner verandah of 
VOL. m. I 
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the second court of the house, as the Josee had said, 
reading. He looked up as the old man entered and 
said, " There is one here from the Eajah, who would 
speak with you." 

" Admit him," was the reply ; and Sivaji could see 
as he entered, that the Bramhun drew towards him a 
short, heavy dagger-sword, and placed it so that the 
hilt lay close to his right hand. " Be seated friend," 
said the Envoy, "and tell thy business. What doth 
Sivaji Bh6slay desire of me ?" 

The Bajah's face was tied up with a handkerchief, 
which partly concealed his mouth and changed the tone 
of his voice, and he had passed his hand, covered with 
white wood-ashes, across his nose, eyes, and forehead, 
as he entered, which altered the expression of his eyes 
very considerably. It was evident that he was not 
recognised. 

" Sivaji Bh6slay desires the prosperity and advance- 
ment of Bramhuns," replied the Eajah, " and to enrich 
them is his sole care. He worships them ; and would 
fain have them as powerful as in the days of the an- 
cients, and in this desire thou canst assist." 

" I assist ! How, friend ? I, a Bramhun, am a re- 
ceiver, not a giver, — and am only a servant to the 
unclean," he added with a sigh. 

"It need not be so, Pundit. The fame of thy 
learning hath preceded thee, and the Maharaj desires 
thy friendship and welfare. I am sent to tell thee 
this." 

"What can I do?" said the Envoy restlessly. " What 
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would he have me do ? and who art thou to speak thus 
tome?" 

" Ko matter who I am — I am authorised to speak," 
■replied Sivaji. " Look, here is his ring as my authority. 
' Is he a Bramhun,' the Eajah said, * and come with 
Moslem followers to sit in my Durbar ? Alas, alas ! 
that such should be, that the pure and holy should 
serve the unclean. This is indeed the age of iron, and 
of debasement/ " 

The Bramhun writhed in his seat. " There are many 
besides me," he said, " who serve the people of Islam." 

"Who serve the destroyers of Toolja Mata, the 
defilers of her temple, the slayers of Bramhuns, and of 
sacred kine everywhere ! shame — shame ! " cried the 
Eajah eagerly. 

" I was not at the shrine when the aflTray took place," 
said the Bramhun apologetically. '* I could not help 
it." 

" Has then a Bramhun's holiness become so debased 
that he says only, I could not help it ? " returned the 
Eajah. " Is it pleasing to the Mother, think you, that 
her people should fawn on those whose hands are red 
in the blood of her votaries ?" 

" I would fling my service at the feet of Afzool Khan, 
and even of the Sultan himself, could I but serve with 
Hindus as I desire to serve," exclaimed the Bramhun. 

"The opportunity might be found, friend," answered 
the Eajah, " if it were truly desired ; but proof of 
fidelity would be required, — would it be given ? What 
is the Maharaj's desire ? Dost thou know it ? " 
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"I guess it/' said the Bramhun; "for I am not 
easily deceived by appearances^ and I understood his 
looks to-day, if I mistake not. Could I only speak 
with him ? Canst thou take me to him ? " 

" I can tell thy message to him/' replied the Eajah, 
" and will deliver it faithfully. He chose me, else I 
had not dared to come." 

The Envoy appeared to hesitate for a moment. 
" Impossible/' he said — " impossible that I could tell 
another, what Sivaji himself should alone hear ; it 
could not be." 

" Dost thou know me, friend ?" returned the Eajah, 
as he untied the handkerchief which concealed his face, 
and with it wiped the white ashes from his eyes and 
forehead — "dost thou know me? It is thus that I 
salute a holy Bramhun ;" and he rose and made a lowly 
reverence, touching the feet of the Envoy respectfully. 

The man strove to return it, but was prevented. " It 
cannot be/' continued Sivaji ; " here thou art a Bram- 
hun, and I a Sudra.* Let it be as I wish. It is for 
thee to receive the honour, not I." 

"What would you have me do, Maharaj ?" replied 
the Envoy, now trembling much. " I have done evil 
in helping the unclean, and would now expiate it if 



"I have had many things in my mind. Pundit," 
replied the Eajah, " and the Mother sends perplexing 
thoughts ; but one thing is clear to me — she must be 
avenged." 

* The lowest of the four divisions of Hindus. 
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The man echoed the words — " She must be avenged." 

"Yes," continued the Eajah, "day and night, by 
old and young, rich and poor, man or woman, there is 
but one cry going up from Maharastra — ' Avenge the 
Mother ! ' and yet before that force we are powerless/' 

"Where are the Mawullees? where are the Het- 
kurees we have heard of, and the gallant Tannajee ? " 
cried the Bramhun excitedly. " What art thou doing, 
Sivaji Bh6slay? Men say of thee that thy mother 
holds thee back, else ' the fire should be on the hills/" 

"Good!" returned Sivaji smiling; "it is as I 
thought, and there is yet a Bramhun who is true. 
What dost thou advise ? " 

" Hark ! " said Gopinath, " come nearer. If I bring 
Afzool Khan and his men within the defiles, will it 
content thee ? If I do this, what wilt thou do for me ?" 

" I have prepared for that already, — a Jahgeer,* a 
high office, secular or among the priesthood, as thou 
wilt, — double thy present pay whatever it be, — ^an en- 
sign of rank, and — my friendship. Look, Pundit," cried 
the Bajah, springing closer to him, and drawing a small 
bright knife from his breast, " it were easy to slay 
thee, — for my knee is on thy weapon, — and so prevent 
my proposal being known : but it is not needed. Fear 
not," he added, for the drops of sweat were standing on 
the Bramhun's brow under the terror he felt — " fear 
not ! only be true, and Sivaji Bh6slay will not fail thee. 
When he has a kingdom thou shalt share its honour." 

" Give me time to write," said the man, trembling 
* Estate of landed property. 
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under conviction of his own treachery and the excess 
of temptation to which he was exposed ; " I will give 
the letter to-morrow." 

" Impossible, Pundit/' replied the Eajah : " the mes- 
sengers are ready without, and they will bear what 
must be written to the Khan." 

" Who will take the letter ? " 

" The Bramhun who spoke for me this morning ; he 
and some horsemen are now ready." 

"But to the Khan himself there must be no harm 
done/' said the Pundit. " To him and his son I owe 
many kindnesses ; for the rest, as thou wilt Keep the 
family as hostages." 

"As guests yonder," replied the Eajah; "he will 
be safe, he and his. Shall I send for writing mate- 
rials? Krishnajee! Sit there/' he continued, as his 
attendant entered ; " see that what is written is 
plain." 

And the Envoy wrote in the Persian character, in 
which he was a proficient, and which the other secretary 
understood : — 

" I have seen the Eajah, his fort, and his people, and 
there is nothing to apprehend. They are all beneath 
notice ; but in order to settle everything perfectly, and 
to inspire terror, my lord should advance with all the 
force, according to the plan devised here, which the 
bearer, one of the Eajah's secretaries, will explain per- 
sonally, and which would be tedious to write. In a 
strictly private interview, which will be arranged, the 
Eajah Sivaji wiU throw himself at the feet of the Envoy 
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of the king of kings, and receive the pardon which he 
desires. More would be beyond respect" 

" It is enough," said Sivaji, when this writing was 
explained to him — "it will have the desired effect. 
Take this letter, Krishnajee, and set out for camp at 
once." 

"Stay," added the Envoy, "let him accompany my 
messenger, — the Mahratta officer who spoke so boldly 
to-day. It were better he went, and he will not refuse 
duty. Enter that room and close the door, my lord, 
while I send for him ; " and he called to an attendant 
to summon Bulwunt Eao. 

It was not long ere he came in, flushed somewhat, 
as it seemed, with drink. "Who is this ?" he said. 

" The Maharaja's Secretary, who will accompany thee 
to camp. Go at once, if thou art fit, Bulwunt Eao ; it 
is needful that Afzool Khan receive this as soon as may 
be." 

" I am ready, Maharaj, to ride up Pertabgurh," he 
replied; "and he?" 

" I attend you," said the Secretary ; " come, we must 
leave this when the moon rises ; " and they went out 
together. 

" Enough," said the Rajah, emerging from his con- 
cealment. " Generations hereafter will record how 
Punto Gopinath served his prince. Fear not — it will 
be well with thee and thine hereafter." 



CHAPTER XV. 

The letter despatched by the Eajah Sivaji> as we have 
recorded, was received in a few days by the Khan, 
and its tenor was not doubted. There was nothing in 
it which could in any degree disturb the Khan's com- 
placency, or awaken suspicion. If he -chafed at the 
idea of a bloodless campaign, and his friend the Peer, 
in the ardour of his bigotry, sighed at what now pro- 
mised to be a tame conclusion to an exciting commence- 
ment, — ^Fazil, on the other hand, and with him the 
commander of the Mahratta contingent in camp, and 
others who had more sympathy with the people of the 
country than their elders, rejoiced that it was to be so ; 
and that a valuable ally and confederate was to be 
secured to the dynasty which they served, by means 
which appeared at once just, merciful, and binding 
upon both. 

The new Envoy who brought the letter, pleased the 
Khan and the Peer extremely. In the first place, he 
spoke the Dekhan court language fluently, and was a 
fair Persian scholar. He was known to the Khan as 
having served in a subordinate department when he 



TARA: A MAHRATTA TALE. 137 

himself held the administration of Wye, and he grate- 
fully acknowledged — as he reminded the Khan of — 
former benefits. The first envoys could not communi- 
cate with the Khan except through interpreters. True, 
his son was usually present, or occasionally the holy 
priest himself, who might be induced to assist ; but 
the Khan would have better liked to manage these 
Mahratta envoys himself, and now there was the de- 
sired opportunity. Day after day, as the army ad- 
vanced without check, by easy but continuous stages, 
the new agent was in close attendance, and very fre- 
quently, with the others, was summoned to private 
conferences. Fazil, too, had his share in them, and to 
every outward appearance no room existed for sus- 
picion of any kind. 

They had now entered the Rajah's own jurisdiction, 
and were treated more as honoured guests than as an 
invading army. Supplies were provided at every stage, 
forage was abundant, difficult places in the roads were 
found cleared for the artillery, and the people met them 
with goodwill and courtesy, which was as pleasant as 
unexpected. Any idea of resistance was out of the 
question. The usual village guards, or here and there 
a few horsemen in attendance on a local functionary, 
were all that was seen of the Rajah's forces ; and the 
Khan was amused and gratified with the Envoy's de- 
scriptions of how — to attract attention to his affairs — 
his master had caused the belief to gain ground that 
he was possessed of an army of vast power. 

In short, all the obstructions and dangers which had 
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appeared so great at a distance had passed away ; and 
as the Khan led his troops more and more deeply into the 
mountainous district, he could not but feel that if they 
had been opposed in those rugged defiles, the struggle 
would have been difficult as well as desperate. The 
enemy would have had a stronger country to retreat 
upon, and one more easily defended, while, in propor- 
tion, the advance to him would have been beset with 
peril which could hardly be estimated. 

Very frequently Fazil asked particulars of the fort 
of Pertabgurh jfrom Bulwunt Rao, who described it 
clearly enough,— an ordinary hill fort, with a garrison 
strong for local purposes, but, after all, only such as 
Mahratta chiefs and gentry kept about them ; strong 
in their own position, but helpless for offence. Where, 
then, were the armies which Sivaji was said to possess? 
Bulwunt Bao, in reply, pointed to the village people, 
all soldiers, he said, from their youth, and accustomed 
to arms : but among them there was no symptom of 
excitement, nor could Bulwunt Eao, suspecting no- 
thing himself, discover any cause for alarm : and so 
they proceeded. 

Meanwhile, the programme of a meeting had been 
arranged by the agents between the Khan and 
Sivaji. Both parties had mooted points of etiquette, 
which could hardly be overcome. The Bajah, as a 
prince, could not visit the Khan first, nor could Afzool 
Elhan, as the representative of royalty, visit the Bajah ; 
but they could both meet, and the barrier of ceremony 
once broken, it mattered little what followed. No troops 
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were to be present. Attended each by a single armed 
follower, the place of meeting was fixed on a level spot 
at some little distance np the mountain of Pertabgurh, 
where the Eajah, the Envoy said, had already prepared 
a pavilion, which would be fitted up for the occasion. 
If the Ehan pleased, he might bring a thousand of his 
best horse — ^more, if convenient — to witness the cere- 
mony from below; but only one attendant besides 
the palankeen-bearers could advance to the conference. 
Nothing was to be written, and the agent already at 
the fort would attend the Ehan on the one hand, while 
another of the Rajah's, if possible or needful, would 
accompany him from above. No objection appeared, 
and none was made, to these arrangements. 

So the army reached its final stage near the village 
of Jowly, a few miles distant from the fort; and 
the last preparations were made that night by both 
parties. The morning would see the Ehan set out 
early accompanied by fifteen hundred chosen horse — 
some Abyssinian, some Dekhani, others his own re- 
tainers, — all picked men ; while the remainder of the 
army should rest from its labour and exertion, which, 
on account of the rough mountain roads, had been 
exceedingly great for the last three days. 

At Jowly, too, the camp was more than ordinarily 
pleasant. A plain of some extent, and which for the 
most part was under cultivation, afforded ample room 
for all the force. The grassy slopes of the mountains, 
by which the plain was surrounded, furnished abun^ 
dant supplies of forage; a brawling stream ran under 
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the hills on one side, and the Eajah's usual supplies of 
food of all kinds were abundant at moderate prices in 
a bazar which, consisting of rough sheds and small 
tents, was located near the village on the other. 

Let us see how the night was passed by both parties. 

The Khan's tents had been pitched on an even sward 
which bordered the rivulet, and several fine trees were 
included in the area enclosed by the canvas walls. 
Under the shade of these, Zyna and Fazil had sat most 
part of the day. A few carpets and pillows had been 
spread there, and the cool fresh mountain air, the 
brawling murmur of the brook, and the grand and 
beautiful scenery by which they were surrounded, so 
different to the bare monotonous undulations of the 
Dekhan, were in themselves more exciting than it was 
possible for them to have imagined from any previous 
description. But the loss of Tara's society was press- 
ing heavily upon both. All they heard daily was, that 
she was well and among her people, who were taking 
care of her. She would remain with them at Wye ; 
and as the army returned, she should see Lurlee 
Khanum and Zyna once more, and take leave of them, 
for she could not be permitted to sojourn with Ma- 
homedans. This the Envoy had told the Khan and 
Fazil the day before. 

It was a dreary prospect for Fazil, and apparently 
a hopeless one. Should he ever see that sweet face 
more? ever hear the music of the gentle voice, at 
once so timid and yet so reliant ? There was no hope 
that the Bramhuns among whom she had fallen would 
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now give her up voluntarily. It was impossible to 
think it. Did they know what he had asked and she 
had half-promised ? — would her life be safe even if they 
did ? Hardly so, indeed ; or, if safe, would be spared 
at the price of the disfigurement which awaited her, 
according to the strict rules of her faith. What they 
had arranged among themselves, therefore, could not 
be openly prosecuted ; and, in defiance of his father's 
cautions, and the apparently smooth progress of public 
affairs, no effort to . demand her, or to recover her by 
force, could be made as yet. 

" Let us settle everything with this Mahratta first, 
and as we return by Wye, we will have the girl, or 
know why," the stout old Khan used to say; for he 
had grown to love Tara very dearly, and missed her 
presence, though in a different manner, as much as 
any of them. "Fear not, Fazil, the Kafirs shall not 
possess her." 

So Zyna and Fazil had sat most part of the day, 
revolving over and over again how best Tara might 
be assisted or rescued, while blaming themselves a 
thousand times for that neglect of special precautions 
for her safety which had resulted in her abduction. 

" If only Moro Trimmul could be found, and brought 
once more to account," Fazil said, grinding his teeth, " it 
would go hard with him ; " but he was not to be heard 
of. The Envoys in camp declared he had at once pro- 
ceeded to Pertabgurh to clear himself to the Eajah 
Sivaji and the lady mother, of whom, in particular, he 
was an especial favourite ; but he was not now even 
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there : he had been sent to a distance ; where or why 
it was not known ; and it was impossible to trace him. 
Bidwunt Rao, Lukshmun, and the lad Ashruf, had all 
been employed in turn as spies, but had failed to dis- 
cover him — he was not to be heard of. 

It was now late, and the lady Lurlee came and 
joined them before the evening prayer. She had been 
busy after her own fashion, and as the priest and some 
others were to dine with the Khan, had prepared seve- 
ral of her most scientific dishes. She had no doubt as 
to the issue of the morrow's interview. In the first 
place, who could resist her husband ? and were not the 
planets unusually favourable? She and the priest 
had compared notes from behind the screen in the 
tent ; and though he laughed at the curious jargon she 
had collected on the subject, yet, a steadfast believer in 
astrology himself, had explained to her how peculiarly 
fortunate the conjunction was to be at the hour cast 
for the meeting, and she had fully believed it. If 
Tara had been there, all would have been perfectly 
happy ; but, as Lurlee said, the planets told her it 
was only, after all, a matter of a few days' delay ; 
and, indeed perhaps, after to-morrow she might be 
demanded 

Fazil, however, in spite of these assurances, was 
not easy ; and after he left the tents for the evening 
prayer, had taken counsel with Lukshmun who, in 
regard to Tara, had taken the place of Bulwunt Rao, 
to whom Fazil dare not intrust his secret. The day 
she had disappeared, and Fazil's misery was apparent. 
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the hunchback had divined the cause ; and a few in^ 
qniries in his capacity of spy had confirmed his 
suspiciona 

" I know but of one thing to do, master," he said, as 
the young man confided to him his dread of violence 
to the girl — " send me back to Wye, where she is ; 
give me but ever so small a note, and I will deliver it 
into her own hand ; and if I can bring her away, trust 
to me to do so. I can traverse these forests and moun- 
tains by night ; I can hide her away or disguise her ; 
and if she be true to thee, she will come. Give me the 
boy Ashruf, and a little money, and let us go, even now. 
He is without ; call him." 

"Ashruf," cried the young Khan to the lad, who 
was standing near the tent door, and who entered at 
once ; " wilt thou go with Lukshmun ? '' 

** My lord," replied the lad, " he and I have arranged 
this already. They do not know us here, and he 
has been teaching me a Mahratta ballad which she 
knows, and we can sing it in Wye to-morrow. If he 
had not spoken I should have told you of our plan. 
My lord, we will bring her away silently, and no one 
shall be the wiser. Yes, I will go into the fire for my 
lord, if he will but prove me." 

" And Bulwunt Eao ? " said Fazil. 

" He is in the clouds," replied Lukshmun, " in the 
hope of getting back the family estate ; wind has got 
into his head, and he is beside himself To my mind, 
the Eajah would be far better pleased to have him put 
out of the way than to favour his pretensions ; but 
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Bulwunt says he has been promised 'justice;' and so," 
added Lukshmun, with a hideous grimace, "he will 
have his own way, and what is to be is to be ; only 
write the note, master, quick, and let us go ; he won't 
help us." 

"Alas 1 " replied Fazil, " I can only write Persian ; 
but she knows my signature, for she used to see me 
write it. Stay, however," he continued, unfastening a 
thin gold ring from his wrist, " she will remember this 
better, and understand it ; take it with ye, and may 
Gk)d speed ye. Go at once ! Bring her, if possible, 
or mark where she is, and we will go, Inshalla ! and 
fetch her." 

The priest was chanting the Az3,n, and Fazil passed 
out into the usual place of prayer, which was nume- 
rously attended. After its close, the Peer, his father, 
and all who were to stay to dinner, assembled for the 
repast, which was served immediately. There was no 
forward movement of tents that night ; and the guests 
sat till a late hour discussing the probable events of 
the morrow, and the possibility of an early counter- 
march, at least as far as Wye, where the open country 
was preferable to their present confined situation among 
the mountains. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

Was there equal confidence in the fort? We must 
now go there, and listen to the midnight consultation, 
which may be prolonged till daylight ; and yet men on 
the eve of some desperate enterprise for which they 
have prepared themselves^ need more rest, and often 
sleep more calmly, than at any other period of their 
existence. 

It was the same chamber that we have formerly seen ; 
but the window of the oriel is shut, for the night wind 
at that height is cold and bleak, and thick, quilted cur- 
tains, which have been let fall before it and the door- 
way, exclude all air. Sivaji, Maloosray, and Palkur 
are sitting together, but are silent, for the Bajah's 
mind is troubled. 

" If I only knew what she would have me do," he 
said at length, looking up. " Hast thou prepared all, 
Tannajee?" 

"Master," he replied, "everything is ready. By 
midnight, or a little later, Moro Trimmul and the rest 
of the veterans will be in the woods near Jowly, around 
the camp. Every position has been marked out, and 
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will be silently taken up. Nothing can escape ont of 
that plain, and they will await the signal of the five 
guns from hence. The Bramhun swears," he con- 
tinued, after a pause, "that he will take the pretty sister 
of the young Elhan, in revenge for his seduction of the 
Tooljapoor Moorlee. 

" He dare not," said Sivaji quickly. " I have heard 
that girl was an honoured guest in Afzool Khan's 
family ; the Bramhuns say she was. No, he dare not 
touch her ; and I have warned him not to do so." 

Maloosray shrugged his shoulders. " Perhaps," he 
said ; " Grod knows ! but Moro says otherwise. Let it 
pass ; it is not our business ; but he will be none the 
less active to get the whole family into his power." 

" And you, Nettajee ?" said the Eaj ah, turning to him. 

"There are five thousand of my best Mawullees 
sleeping in the thickets east of the fort-gate. They 
will close in behind the Beejapoor people as they pass, 
and when we hear the horn, I think, master, few will 
escape— yes," he continued, fixing his large black eyes 
on the Bajah, and slightly twisting his mustaches, 
"few will escape." 

" the blind confidence of these Beejapoor swine ! " 
cried the Bajah laughing, as he lifted up his hands. 
** They have neither eyes nor ears, else they had guessed 
we are not as we seem. But the Goddess Mother has 
blinded and deafened them, and it is as my mother said 
it would be." 

"Where is she?" asked Maloosray; "she should 
bless us ere we go forth." 
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"She is in the temple, and uneasy. As the time 
comes on, they think she will have a visitation," he 
repliei " Ah ! here is some one to tell us. What 
news, Bheemee 1 " 

"The lady mother is uneasy, Maharaj, and rock- 
ing herself to and fro. It is coming on her, and ye 
should be near to listen." 

" Come, friends, let us go," said the Eajah ; " on this 
revelation depends my course to-morrow." 

It was but a few steps, and the place is already 
familiar to us. The low porch and dark vestibule, the 
small shrine within, from whence a strong light is 
shining into the gloom, resting sharply upon the figure 
of the Eanee as she sat before it, not quietly now, as 
when we saw her once before, but with her shoulders 
and bosom heaving rapidly, her eyes shut, or if opened 
for a moment flashing with excitement, her lips trem- 
bling and already speckled with foam ; and that pecu- 
liar sharp, rocking motion of her body,, which always 
preceded the final attack. 

The men stood by reverently. No one dared to speak. 
The attendant Bramhun offered flowers from time to 
time, and kept up a low chant or incantation, while oc- 
casionally he threw grains of coloured rice upon the altar. 

Suddenly the lady stretched forth her arms and 
shrieked wildly. Maloosray would have rushed for- 
ward, but Sivaji held him back. " Wait," he said in a 
low tone, ''no one dares to interrupt her; wouldst thou 
go to death between her and the Mother ? She will 
come — ^listen." 
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There was first a low mattering in which nothing 
could be distinguished ; but words at last followed, to 
them terrible and awful, as, believing in the dread pre- 
sence of the Gk)ddess, the lady poured them forth with 
gasps. 

" 0, 1 thirst ! My children were slain — and no one 
has avenged them. Blood ! blood ! I thirst. I will 
drink it ! The blood of the cruel — of the cow-slayers! 
All, all — the old and the young ; the old woman and 
the maiden ; the nurse and the child at her breast ; 
all — all — alll" she continued, her voice rising to a 
scream. " They who love me, kill for me ; for I thirst, — 
for I thirst now, as I did for the blood of the demons,'' 
and the voice again sank to a low whisper which was 
not audible. 

These words had come from her by spasms, as ^t were ; 
painfully, and with much apparent suffering. She 
shrieked repeatedly as she uttered them, and clutched 
at the air with a strange convulsive movement of both 
hands : sometimes as if apparently drawing to her, or 
again fiercely repelling an object before her. At last 
she stretched forth her hands and her body, as if follow- 
ing what she saw, and, looking vacantly into the space 
before her with a terrified expression of countenance, the 
hands fell listlessly on her lap, and her features relaxed 
into a weary expression, as of one who had endured 
acute pain. Then she sighed deeply, opened her eyes, 
looked around, and spoke. "Bheemee, I thirst," she 
said gently, — " bring me water." 

Sivaji alone had remained with his mother and the 
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Bramhun of the temple, who, as she spoke them, 
recorded the disconnected sentences. The Eajah's 
companions, fearless before an en6my, were cowards 
before the dread presence in which they believed. 

" Ah, thou art here son," she said, turning to him. 
" Did I speak ? Surely the Mother was with me," and 
she sighed deeply, again drawing her hand wearily 
across her eyes. 

" Come and rest, mother," he replied, raising her up 
and supporting her tenderly. " Come, thou art weary." 

" Weary indeed, my son," she said, — " there is no rest 
for me till all is finished. Come, and I will tell thee 
everythmg ; '" and he followed her into her own apart- 
ments, where she lay down. The attendant brought 
water, and she drank a deep draught. 

"What did I say, son?" she continued- "But no 
matter. It is all blood before me — carnage and victory I 
Blood !" she cried excitedly, grasping his arm and look- 
ing intently into his face. " Art thou ready ? ready 
for victory !— ready to cry 'Jey Kalee! Jey Toolja 
Mata!'" 

"Eeady, mother — yes. There is no failing any- 
where. The men are at their posts, and the signals 
have been decided upon. . No one will escape us now." 

"No one will escape," she echoed, — "no one must 
escape — ^no — ^not one — ^not even he." 

"Ah, mother," cried Sivaji, "not so; surely with 
pledged honour, soldier to a soldier, and a solemn in- 
vitation, it could not be." 

"It must be, son," she said gloomily, "else the 
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sacrifice is incomplete and of no avail. Wilt thou risk 
that for thine own sake — for my sake — ^for the sake of 
our faith? I see it all," cried the lady exdtedly, 
"passing before me — a triumph of glory over those 
defilers of the temples of the Gods ; thy rapid rise to 
power ; the legions of the hateful Mahomedans trampled 
in the dust by greater legions of thine own. ' Jey 
Sivaji Bajah ! * shall be cried from Dehli to Bam^sh- 
wur.* Wilt thou now turn back ? wilt thou be for- 
sworn to her — to the Mother who is our life ? Wilt 
thou be as vacillating as thy father ? Beware ! thou 
art more committed to her than he — and does she spare 
backsliders ? " 

" He is but one to be spared, mother, and that because 
of my promise," he pleaded. 

" I tell thee it cannot be, my son. She will have 
him — the slayer of the priests — the murderer of hun- 
dreds of the people about her shrine. And that priest 
of his who, as all say, led the slaughter, cast down her 
image, and trampled on it ! son, canst thou hesitate ? 
art thou — so firm and true always— now grown weak ? 
have I borne one in travail who is degenerate ? Choose 
then, now — ^victory and future blessing, or the result 
which thou knowest, and we all know, if we fail her — 
the death which must ensue. Both are before thee ; 
choose, boy ! I can say no more !" and she turned away 
her face to the wall. 

But she had conquered, for there was no defying 
her will, — always the mainspring of the Eajah's actions 

* The celel)rated Hindu temple in the southern point of India. 
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— and, backed by those seemingly divine revelations in 
which he devoutly believed, he did not resist her. 

"Mother," he said, rising and prostrating himsdf 
before her, " I know — I feel that the Goddess is speak- 
ing from thy mouth still. I hear and obey. Bless 
me, my mother, and my hand will be strong ; put 
thy hands on my head, and the Mother will guide the 
blow surely/' 

"I do bless thee, Sivaji Bhoslay," she returned, 
placing her hands on his head, '' in the name of her 
who directs us, and with her power I endue thee. Go, 
and fear not, but do her bidding — thou shalt not fail." 

He rose. " I will but speak with Maloosray and 
dismiss them," he said, " and return. Make up a bed 
for me here, for I would sleep near thee mother, to- 
night." 

" Get thee to thy post, Nettajee," he said to Palkur, 
as he met them without ; " there is no fear now ; Adctory 
is with us — she hath said it. Let the men sleep and 
be ready." 

"And what will you do with him — the E3ian?'' 
asked Maloosray. 

"You will see to-morrow," said Sivaji excitedly. 
"You will be with me, and will share the danger. 
This was reserved for you, well-tried friend !" 

" Enough," said Maloosray to Palkur ; " let us go, 
for the master needs rest;" and, saluting him, they 
departed. 

Sivaji returned to his mother. A low bed had been 
prepared in the room, and she was sitting by it. He 
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took off his upper garment and turban, and, having 
performed his ablutions, lay down, and she patted him 
gently, as she used to do when he was a child. He 
would have spoken, but she would not listen, and he 
urged her to sleep herself, but she would not leave him ; 
and when the dim light of day broke gently into the 
chamber, he awoke, and found she had not stirred from 
his side. " Arise," she said, " it is time. Food is pre- 
pared for thee. Eat, and go forth to victory !" 

He obeyed her ; bathed, worshipped earnestly in the 
temple, and ate heartily. Then he returned to her, 
and, in the simple words of the old Mahratta Chron- 
icle, " laid his head at his mother's feet, and besought 
" a blessing. Hd then arose, put on a steel cap, 
" and chain armour, which was concealed under a 
" thickly-quilted cotton gown ; and, taking a crooked 
*' dagger which he hid under his sleeve, and the 
" ' tiger's claws ' * in his right hand, he girded his 
" loins, and went out." 

* A treacherous and deadly weapon, in the shape of tiger's claws, 
which, fitted on the fingers, shuts into the hand. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

The moming broke, calm and beautiful. Long before 
the highest peaks of the mountains blushed under the 
rosy light which preceded the sunrise, the Khan and 
Fazil, with Zyna, had risen and performed their mom- 
ing prayer. The deep booming sound of the kettle- 
drums woke the echoes around, and reverberated from 
side to side of the valley, retiring to recesses among 
the glens, and murmuring softly as it died away 
among the distant peaks and precipices. As yet, the 
valley was partially ifilled with mists, which clung to 
its wooded sides ; but as the sun rose, a slight wind 
sprang up with it, which, breaking through these 
mists, drove them up the mountain, and displayed 
the scenery in all its fresh morning beauty, as though 
a curtain had been suddenly drawn from before it. 

Behind them were the stupendous mountains of the 
Mahabuleshwur range; before, at a short distance, 
and divided from them by a chain of smaller hiUs, 
rose up the precipices of Pertabgurh, glittering in the 
moming light, and crowned by the walls and bastions 
of the fortress. 
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Long before daylight the lady Lurlee had risen, and, 
careful for her husband, had, in conjunction with Kur- 
reema, cooked his favourite dish of kich^ri and kabobs. 
" It was a light breakfast," she said, " and would agree 
with them better than a heavier repast, and dinner 
would be ready when they returned." So Afzool 
Ehan, his son, and the priest, ate their early meal, 
not only in joyful anticipation of a speedy return, 
but of accomplishing what would result in honour 
to all concerned. 

They remembered afterwards, that as an attendant 
brought before the Ehan the usual mail shirt he wore, 
and the mail-cap, with its bright steel chains, over 
which his turban was usually tied when fully accou- 
tred, he laughingly declined both. "They will be 
very hot and uncomfortable," he said, " and we are not 
going to fight No, give me a muslin dress," which he 
put on. A few words about ordinary household mat- 
ters to Lurlee, a few cheering sentences to Zyna, as he 
passed from the inner and private enclosure of the 
tent, and he went out among the men. 

Fazil followed, fully armed and accoutred for riding. 
There had been a good-humoured strife between Fazil 
and the priest the night before, as to who should be 
the one armed follower to accompany his father, and 
he had chosen the priest. " Fazil was too young yet," 
he said, '' to enter into grave political discussions with 
wily Mahrattas, and would be better with the escort." 
So the soldier-priest, like the Ehan, discarding the 
steel cap, gauntlets, and quilted armour in which he 
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usually accoutred himself— appeared, likeAfzool Ehan, 
in the plain muslin dress of his order ; and having tied 
up his waist with a shawl, and thrown another over his 
shoulders, stuck a light court sword into his waist- 
band, which he pressed down on his hips with a 
jaunty air, and called merrily to Fazil, to see how 
peacefully he was attired. 

The escort awaited them in camp, and the spirited 
horses of fifteen hundred gallant cavaliers were neigh- 
ing and tossing their heads as A&ool Ehan, Fazil, 
and the priest rode up. " Forward T" cried the Khan 
cheerily; and as the kettle-drums beat a march, the 
several officers saluted their commander, and, wheel- 
ing up their men, led them by the road pointed out 
by the Bramhuns and guides in the direction of Per- 
tabgurh. 

At that time, single men, who looked Uke shepherds 
tending sheep, and who were standing on crests of the 
hills, or crouching so as not to be seen, passed a 
signal that the Khan and his party had set out. It 
was still early, and the time when, of all others per- 
haps, armies such as the Khan's, were most defence- 
less. Many, roused for a while by the assembly and 
departure of the escort, had gone to sleep again ; 
others, sitting over embers of fires, were smoking, 
preparing to cook their morning repast, or were at- 
tending to their horses, or in the bazar purchasing the 
materials for their day's meal. The camp was watched 
from the woods around by thousands of armed men, 
who, silently and utterly unobserved, crept over the 
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crests of the hills, and lay down in the thick brush- 
wood which fringed the plain. 

As the Khan's retinue neared the fort, parties of 
armed men, apparently stationed by the roadside to 
salute him as he passed, closed up in rear of the escort ; 
and others, moving parallel to them in the thickets, 
joined with them unseen. Quickly, too, men with axes 
felled large trees, which were thrown down so as to 
cross the road, and interlaced their branches so as to be 
utterly impassable for horsemen ; and all these prepa- 
rations went on in both places silently, methodically, 
and with a grim surety of success, imparting a confi- 
dence which all who remembered it afterwards attri- 
buted to the direction of the Goddess whom they wor- 
shipped. As it was said then, as it is still said, and 
sung in many a ballad, " not a man's hand failed, not 
a foot stumbled." 

At the gate of the fort the Khan dismounted from 
his horse, and entered his palankeen. Before he did 
so however, he embraced his son, and bid him be care- 
ful of the men, and that no one entered the town or 
gave offence. He could see, looking up, the thatched 
pavilion on the little level shoulder of the mountain, 
and pointed to it cheerfully. "It is not far to go, 
Huzrut," he said to the Peer, " I may as well walk 
with these good friends," and he pointed to the Bram- 
huns who attended him. But Fazil would not allow 
it, nor the Peer either. " You must go in state," they 
said, " as the representative of the King ought to do," 
and he then took his seat in the litter. 
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" Khoda Hafiz — may God protect you, father!" said 
Fazil, as he bent his head into the palankeen, when the 
bearers took it up ; " come back happily, and do not 
delay!" 

" Inshalla !" said the Khan smilingly, "fear not, I 
will not delay, and thou canst watch me up yonder/' 
So he went on, the priest's hand leaning upon the edge 
of the litter as he walked by its side. 

On through the town, from the terraced houses of 
which, crowds of women looked down on the little pro- 
cession, and men, mostly unarmed, or unremarkable 
in any case, saluted them, or regarded them with 
clownish curiosity. No one could see that the court of 
every house behind, was filled with armed men thirst- 
ing for blood, and awaiting the signal to attack. 

The Khan's agent, Puntojee Gopinath, being a fat 
man, had left word at the gate which defended the 
entrance of the road to the fort, that he had preceded 
the Khan, and would await him at the pavilion. He 
had seen no one since the night before, and he knew 
only that the Khan would come to meet the Sajah. 
That was all he had stipulated for, and his part was 
performed. He believed that Sivaji would seize Afzool 
Khan, and hold him a hostage for the fulfilment of all 
his demands; and the line of argument in his own 
mind was, that if the EJian resisted, and was hurt in 
the fray which might ensue, it was no concern of his. 
But he did not know the Rajah's intention, nor did the 
Sajah's two Bramhuns who had ascended with him ; 
and they all three now sat down together upon the 



168 TAB A: 

knoll, waiting the coming of Afzool Ehan from below, 
and the Bajah from above. 

As the agreement had specified, except one each, 
there were to be no armed men : no other people were 
present but one, who seemed to be a labourer, who was 
tying up a rough mat to the side of the pavilion to 
keep out the wind and sun. Gopinath looked from time 
to time up the mountain-road, and again down to the 
town, speculating upon the cause of delay in the Bajah's 
coming ; and the others told him he would not leave 
the fort till the Khan had arrived below, and showed 
him a figure standing upon the edge of the large bastion 
which overhung the precipice above, relieved sharply 
against the clear sky, which was fronting towards the 
quarter by which the Khan's retinue should come, and 
apparently giving signals to others behind him. 

" Your master is coming," said the Secretary, " they 
see him from above ; " and, almost as he spoke, the 
bright glinting of steel caps and lanceheads, with a 
confused mass of horsemen, appeared on the road to the 
fort, among the trees, and they sat and watched them 
come on. Then the force halted in the open space be- 
fore the outer gate, where the Khan's little procession 
formed, and entered the town. After that, the houses 
and the trees of the mountain-side concealed them. 
How beautiful was the scene ! 

The wind had died away, and the sun shone with a 
blaze of heat unknown elsewhere, striking down among 
those moist narrow valleys with a power which would 
have been painful, but for the cool refreshing air by 
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which it was tempered. The distant mountains glowed 
under the effect of the trembling exhalations^ which, 
rising now unseen, tempered the colours of the dis- 
tance to that tender blue and grey which melts into 
the tint of the sky. The rugged precipices above were 
softened in effect ; and the heavy masses of foliage, fes- 
toons of creepers, and the dense woods, rich in colour, 
combined to enhance the wonderful beauty of the spot. 
There was perfect silence, except the occasional mono- 
tonous drumming notes of woodpeckers in the glens, 
and the shrill chirrup of tree-crickets which occasion- 
ally broke out and was again silent. 

In a few minutes, the shouts of the Elian's palan- 
keen-bearers were heard below, and the litter suddenly 
emerged from a turn in the road, being pushed on by 
the combined efforts of the men. The Bramhun's heart 
bounded when he saw the figure of the priest beside 
the litter, holding to it, and pressing up the ascent 
vigorously. " WUl he escape ? " he said mentally ; 
" the Mother forbid it, — ^let her take him !" A few 
more steps, and the palankeen was at the knoll ; it 
was set down, and the Khan's shoes being placed for 
him by a bearer, he put his feet into them and got 
out, speaking to the priest, who was panting with his 
exertion. 

" Is he not here, Puntojee ? " cried the Khan to the 
Bramhun, who saluted him respectf ally. 

" No, my lord, not yet. Ah ! look," he continued, 
as he turned towards the pass, " there are two men on 
the path, and that one, the smallest, is he." 



160 TARA: 

The men comitig down appeared to hesitate, and 
waved their hands, as if warning off some one. 

" It is the bearers," said one of Sivaji's Secretaries. 
" The Bajah is timid, and fears the crowd he sees." 

The Ehan laughed. '' Good," he said to the men. 
" Gro away ; sit down yonder in the shade. You will 
be called when I want you ; " and as they got up and 
retired, the two men advanced slowly and cautiously 
down the pathway. 

Afzool Elian went forward a few paces as Sivaji and 
Maloosray came up. " You are welcome, Eajah Sahib. 
Embrace me," he said to Sivaji. "Let there be no 
doubt between us ; " and he stretched forth his arms 
in the usual manner. 

Sivaji stooped to the embrace : and as the Khan's 
arms were laid upon his shoulders, and he was thus 
unprotected, struck the sharp deadly tiger's-claw dagger 
deeply into his bowels, seconding the blow with one 
from the other dagger which he had concealed in his 
left hand. 

Afzool E3ian reeled and staggered under the deadly 
wounds. "Dog of a KAfir!" he cried, pressing one 
hand to the wound, while he drew the sword he wore 
with the other, and endeavoured to attack the Bajah. 
Alas ! what use now were those feeble blows against con- , 

cealed armour? Faint and sick, the Ehan reeled hither i 

and thither, striking vainly against the Bajah, who, i 

with the terrible sword now in his hand, and crying 
the national shout of " Hur, Hur, Mahadeo ! " rained 
blow upon blow on his defenceless enemy. It was an 
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unequal strife, soon finished. Falling heavily, Afzool 
Ehan died almost as he reached the earth. 

Meanwhile, Maloosray had attacked the priest with 
all his force and skill, but the Peer was a good swords- 
man, and for a short time held his ground. Neither 
spoke, except in muttered curses, as blows were struck ; 
but Tannajee Maloosray had no equal in his weapon, 
and as he cried to the Sajah, who was advancing to his 
aid, to keep back — the priest, distracted by the assault 
of another enemy, received his death-blow, and sank to 
the ground. 

" Jey Kalee ! " shouted both. " Now blow loud and 
shrill Gunnoo, for thy life," continued the Eajah, " and 
thou shalt have a collar of gold." 

The man who had appeared to be a labourer, seized 
his horn, which had been concealed in the grass, and 
blew a long note, with a shrill quivering flourish at the 
close, which resounded through the air, and echoed 
among the mountains ; and thrice repeated the signal. 

Then a great puflf of smoke, followed by a report 
which thundered through the valley, burst from the 
bastion above. Those who were looking from the fort, 
and the Eajah himself who ran to the edge of the 
knoll, saw the wreaths of fire which burst from the 
thickets about the plain where the Mahomedan cavalry 
stood, and a sharp irregular crash of matchlock shots 
came up from below, and continued. Hundreds died 
at every volley, and there were writhing, struggling 
masses of horses and men on the plain — ^loose horses 
careering about ; and some men still mounted, strove 
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to pierce the barriers which had been made on every 
side, crowded on each other, and, falling fast, became 
inextricable. Soon, too, the Mawullees, under Netta- 
jee Palkur, emerged sword in hand from their ambush, 
and attacked those who survived. Some escaped; 
but of the fifteen hundred men who had ridden 
there in their pride that morning, few lived to tell 
the tale. 

Moro Trimmul had taken up his position over night 
on a hill overlooking the main camp of Afzool Khan's 
army. A few boughs placed together formed a cover 
and screen on a high knoll, which commanded a view of 
the camp beneath, and of the summit of the fort whence 
his signal was to come. He sat there watching, and 
observed the force below, careless, without a guard, 
without weapons — the men sitting idly, wandering 
about, or cooking, as it might be. Every moment 
seemed interminable ; and the eyes of those who looked 
with him were strained towards the fort 

" One," he cried at last, as the first puflf of bright 
smoke burst from the bastion-^-" two — three — four — 
five ! Enough. It is complete, my friends. Now, ciy 
' Hur, Hur, Mahadeo !' and upon them. Spare no one f 
Come, friends, let us sack the Elan's tents first, where 
I have some work of my own to do.'* 

"Beware," said an elderly officer, who stood near 
him — "beware, Moro Punt, of the master, if thou 
disobey him in this. He will suffer no insult to the 
women." 
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" Tooh !*' cried Moro Trimmul, spitting contemptu- 
ously, "I am a Bramhun, and he dare not interfere 
with me. Come ! " 

Ten thousand throats were crying the battle-cry of 
the Hetkurees, as they burst from the thickets upon 
the bewildered army. Why follow them ? In a few 
hours there was a smell of blood ascending to the sky, 
and vultures — scenting it fi-om their resting-places on 
the precipices of the mountains, and from their soaring 
stations in the clouds — ^were fast descending upon the 
plain in hideous flocks. 

Shortly after the Khan had left — he could scarcely 
have reached the fort — two figures, a man and a boy, 
ran rapidly across the camp at their utmost speed 
towards the Elan's tents — they were the hunchback 
and Ashruf. When Fazil had dismissed them, the 
night before, they had taken the road to Wye ; and 
immediately beyond the confines of the camp, where 
the road ascended a rocky pass, had been seized by 
the Mahratta pickets posted there. In vain they 
urged they were but Dekhan ballad -singers; they 
were not released. "Ye shall sing for us to-mor- 
row," they said, "when we have made the sacrifice^ 
the ballads of the Goddess at Tooljapoor;" and, 
bound together, they lay by the tree where the 
party of men was stationed. There they heard all, 
but were helpless. 

" Ah, masters," said Lukshmun, as daylight broke, 
" unbind us ; we are stiff with the cold ; we will not 
run away ; and I will sing you the morning hynm of 
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the Goddess, as the Bramhuns sing it at Tooljapoor. 
See, my arms are swelled, and the boy's too." 

"Loose him, brother," said one of the men, "we 
shall soon now have the signal. Wait you here," he 
added, as Lukshmun finished the chant, " and we will 
fill your pouches with Beejapoor rupees when we come 
back." 

"Alas!" said the hunchback, with a rueful face, 
"this little brother came from Wye last night, to 
say my elder brother, Eama, was dead. Good sirs, 
let me go and bury him," and he began to sob 
bitterly. 

" Let them go, Nowla," said another of the men ; 
" they will be only in our way ; we can't stop to guard 
them." 

" My blessings on ye, gentlemen ! Only let us go 
now, and we will come to you and sing congratula- 
tions when you have won the victory," said Lukshmun 
humbly. 

" Go," said the men, " but do not return to camp, 
else we will slay you if we see you there." 

"They will die, or worse," said the hunchback, 
whispering to Ashruf, " for Moro Trimmul is the leader 
here. Come, let us save the Khan's wife and the lady 
Zyna," and they turned into the jungle in the direction 
of the camp. 

The boy was bold and quick-witted. As they ran 
on, " I can get into the zenana," he said, " under the 
tent wall, and perhaps we can make them change 
clothes, and fly — ^but if they stay ?" 
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" I will get the ponies ready," replied the other, and 
they ran the faster over the plain unperceived. 

They reached the tents, and the boy entered as he 
said. Who would belieye them ? Zyna heard the tale 
with sickening dread, and Lurlee, assured by the others, 
at first disbelieved him, and threatened him with 
stripes. The women -servants crowded round, and 
some began to shriek, and were with difficulty pacified ; 
others mocked him and turned away. Still the boy 
urged: and the hunchback, desperate, and dreading 
the delay, now found his way into the enclosure, and 
prostrated himself before them. 

" I know the country," he said : " fly ! take what 
jewels you can carry, and come. God be with them, 
lady!" he continued, as Zyna and Lurlee cried aloud 
for their husband and brother — " God be with them ! 
they are mounted and will escape, and we may yet 
meet ; but stay not here, else ye will die, or be dishon- 
oured, and the Khan will kill me." 

Then another voice was heard without, shouting. 
It was ShSre Khan, who had been left in charge 
of the private camp. "Go!" he cried, "I see men 
moving in the woods, and there is confusion and 
treachery." And others said the same. Then, too, 
they heard the five guns of the fort, and there broke 
jfrom the mountains around a hoarse roar of voices, 
"Hur, Hur, Mahadeo!" 

This decided them. A hurried change of clothes, 
some coarse garments thrown over them, and the ponies 
being led within the enclosure, the ladies were lifted 
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on them and carried out to see the stupid misery 
of those women ! Hitherto secluded, they could un- 
derstand nothing ; they had no power to resist ; and 
why they should be taken out among men, when 
the shouts and screams of the camp were growing 
wilder ereiy moment, they could not understand. So 
they wrung their hands in speechless terror. 

" Gome with the ladies, ShSre Ehan/' cried Luksh- 
mun ; " come, save thyself, old man 1 " 

" No," he replied sadly ; " my time is come, and the 
sherbet of death will be sweet. Gk) thou, and all of 
ye who can,*' he added to those who had gathered with 
the women. " Quick ! quick ! else it will be too late." 

The shouts of " Hur, Hur, Mahadeo I" were abeady 
mingling on the confines of the camp with the battle- 
cries of the Mahomedans, who had rallied in small 
parties, and the flood of attack was there stayed 
for a little: this saved the fugitives. Close by the 
enclosure of tent walls ran the rivulet, and its banks 
were high and covered with brushwood on the sides, 
which concealed the party. Lukshmun, with a true 
freebooter's instinct, led Zyna's pony down the bank, 
accompanied by some of the terrified women-servants, 
and Lurlee followed. So they proceeded at a rapid 
pace down the stream, meeting no one, and concealed 
from view. 

They heard the hideous din of shouts, screams, and 
shots increase behind them, but it gradually softened 
with distance, and in a little time Lukshmun turned 
up the sandy bed of a tributary brook, on the sides of 
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which the jungle was thicker, while the bed was 
narrower and more tortuous ; and, bidding every one 
tread only in the shallow stream which flowed in the 
midst, in order to afford no traces of footsteps, he 
hurried on, still leading Zyna's pony by the bridle. 
" Fear not, lady,'' he said confidently, — " the worst is 
past, and God will be merciful ; fear not." 

In the camp there was but a short resistance. On 
the one hand, the desperate valour of the mountain sol- 
diery, the certainty of plunder, revenge for Tooljapoor, 
and the example of Moro Trimmul and other leaders ; 
and on the other, the helpless, disorganised, bewildered 
mass before them, rendered the assault irresistible. 
The first attacking bodies were succeeded by mass 
upon mass of fresh assailants from all quarters, and 
these successive tides of men surged resistlessly across 
the camp, overwhelming all. 

When Moro Trimmul and his party reached the 
Khan's tents, they found no one. The tracks of the 
ponies, where they had descended the bank, were, 
however, visible, and were taken up by his followers, 
who dashed forward like bloodhounds on a scent. 
"Away after them, Kakrey!" cried the Bramhun to 
a subordinate oflScer. " Thou art a better tracker than 
I. Bring them to me, — then," he added to himself, 
"Fazil Khan, we will see who wins the game, — ^you 
orL" 



CHAPTEE XVIIL 

The ambassador's family, with whom Tara had received 
protection, had arrived at Pertabgurh the day before 
the events related in the last chapter. At Wye some 
traces of her mother's family, the Durpeys, had been 
found, but they were now residing at or near Poona : it 
would require several days to communicate with them ; 
and a much longer period for them, or any one of them, 
to come for Tara and take her away. Meanwhile, 
therefore, there was no resource but to stay where she 
was, and to endure, what was daily becoming more and 
more insupportable. 

Personally, Govind Eao, the Envoy, was kind to her, 
and continually renewed his offers of assistance and 
protection ; but from his sister, the widow Pudma Bye, 
Tara had to endure insult and ill-usage, from which 
the Envoy's wife was unable to save her. Few, indeed 
in the house, chose to risk the bitterness of Pudma's 
tongue, or the virulence of her spite. Her brother even, 
feared her, and avoided her as much as possible. 

So she employed herself in ascetic penances and reli- 
gious exercises, fasted long and often, and mortified 
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herself in various ingenious ways, with a view to estab- 
lishing a character for sanctity which should make her 
famous. As might be supposed, she, the general dis- 
tributor of the family alms, had many friends among 
the priestly Bramhuns, who attended the house and 
partook of her brother's charity ; and it was an object 
with many, by flattering her vanity, to make those alms 
as large as possible, and to induce her to undertake 
ceremonies which could not be performed without 
priestly aid, and, necessarily, money. 

The chief of these priests was one Wittul Shastree, 
an elderly man of grave aspect, but with a hard ex- 
pression of countenance, which might proceed from 
austerity or avarice, or both combined. He was the 
agent or commissary of the prince superior of the 
Bramhuns of the province, and held authority sufficient 
for the disposal of cases of heretical error, misconduct 
as to caste affairs, and other matters of religious disci- 
pline. On grave occasions of ceremony he directed these 
proceedings, and, in virtue of his office, was in propor- 
tion feared by all who might by any possibility come 
under his influence or power. 

Tara's presence in the family could not be kept a 
secret. The fact of a widow existing there who wore 
silken garments and jewels, and who had not her head 
shaved, was an infringement of caste discipline which 
required prompt investigation ; and as the Envoy ar- 
rived at the fort, the Shastree betook himself to Pudma 
Bye, as well to receive the donations which were his 
due since she had been absent, as to make inquiry. 
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The Envoy himself was absent at theBajah's CucherrL 
Amba Bye was busy arranging her house after her long 
absence, and Tara was assisting her with an alacrity 
and intelligence which at once surprised and gratified 
her. On her own part, the worthy, good-natured 
dame was not slow in evincing warm affection : which 
had arisen out of the helpless condition of Tara on the 
one hand, and the loving confidence which she had 
displayed on the first evening of their companionship. 

Ah ! it was a cruel struggle for the poor girL Per- 
haps we, who belong to another creed and faith, can 
hardly estimate it. And yet the springs and motives 
of human action have parallels so close everywhere, 
that we can at least follow the events which had to be 
endured, alike without aid, and without sympathy. 

Poor Tara ! could she deny herself the secret con- 
templation of the noble youth who, she knew, was her 
lover ? Could she forget the sweet companionship of 
Zyna, the rough but loving caresses of the Khan's wife, 
and the hearty greeting of the Ehan himself ? Alas, 
no ! it was impossible, and yet all these were in direct 
antagonism with her own creed, with the people of her 
own faith. What had she been taught to believe, but 
that Bramhuns were the gods of the earth — divine 
emanations, incapable of sin, and only resting here for 
a while in expiation of the errors of former births, till 
they were absorbed again into divinity, as a drop of 
rain-water in the sea, or as the sparks falling back 
into the fire ! 

She herself was a Bramhun of the highest rank and 
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caste : the very idea of a Mahomedan should have been 
abhorrent and repellant to her. Was it so ? Alas, no ! 
She, an orphan as she believed herself, had felt her 
sorrow soothed, and her honour powerfully protected : 
she had been received into loving communion with a 
noble family : she could not help contrasting their 
soft polished manners with the rude homely speech and 
rough demeanour of those with whom she now was — far 
ruder among those mountains, than even among the 
people of her own town. 

Again, and far above all, that bit of the old old story 
which she had heard and believed, when she knew her- 
self to be beloved, would not be forgotten. It lay at 
her heart, rankling sometimes and chafing, because so 
impossible — and again was remembered in a sweet 
confidence which, though more impossible, was yet 
inexpressibly soothing. " He wUl remember me — he 
now thinks of me," she would say to herself in the 
lonely night, when oft-times a bitter cry was wrung 
from her, which no one knew of; " and he would take 
me away if he could — ah yes I he would have done it 
— ^if he could." 

From the first moment antipathy was conceived 
against Tara by Pudma Bye, that virtuous lady had con- 
tinued to brood over it with increasing dislike to her. 
She had tried to excite in her brother abhorrence for 
Tara's condition ; and, failing that, in Amba Bye, with 
whom she had as little success. Both believed Tara to 
be a priestess of the Goddess whom they feared. The 
Envoy had tested her knowledge of sacred books, which 
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was nearly equal to his own^ for he did not pretend, he 
said, to be a scholar ; and in several disputations with 
other Bramhuns who, attracted by the news of Tara's 
learning, had come to hear her read and recite what 
she knew, she had acquitted herself with favourable 
impressions upon all. But the woman's hatred of the 
girl's beauty, and her ascetic austerity which would 
have made Tara like herself, could not be controlled ; 
and, under the influence of the Shastree, was likely to 
have fuU scope. 

But Wittul Shastree could not restrain himself; and, 
unable to get speech of the master and mistress of the 
house, Pudma Bye was resorted to — a willing communi- 
cator of all that she herself thought, all that she had 
said and argued, and all that she had heard of Tara's 
sojourn with the impure Mahomedans. As for herself, 
she did not, she said, believe Tara's story of Moro 
Trimmul's outrage ; she, on the contrary, believed what 
he said, that it was a meritorious attempt to withdraw 
her from a scandalous position — scandalous alike to 
herself and to the faith. 

The Shastree's mind was at once made up as to his 
course. There had been several offensive stories 
current in regard to young widows lately, and not 
without reason : and they had escaped his punishment. 
This at least was sure — the Envoy dare not deny, and 
could not evade his power ; and if Tara appealed to 
the Eajah himself, it would be on a point of caste dis- 
cipline with which he — Eajah though he was — ^would 
not dare to interfere. 
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" Let US hear her first/' he said to the lady, as, 
having listened to Pudma Bye's account of Tara, he sat 
in the outer verandah of the house the morning after 
their arrival, while Tara was within ; " wilt thou call 
her, daughter? we should not judge unheard." 

Poor Tara's heart failed her sadly when Pudma 
called her. She clung to Amba Bye instinctively, trem- 
bling as she saw the priest sitting without, and pro- 
tested against meeting him. " He is a stranger to me ; 
what have I to do with him ? " she said. " Let me go 
away. I am not his to be questioned, but the Mother's 
at Tooljapoor." 

"Go," whispered Amba Bye to her; "he is all- 
powerful here, — over the Eajah, over my husband, over 
alL Go, tell him the truth. I will not leave thee. 
Go, Tara." 

"Wilt thou now screen her, sister?" cried Pudma 
Bye in a shrill voice, and stretching out her bare 
skinny arms to Tara. *' Is her shame to be our shame — 
we that have no spot or stain upon us ? If thou art 
bewitched, I, that perform the nine penances daily, 
should not be exposed to this I Come, girl I it is pollu- 
tion to touch thee — nevertheless, come, else I will drag 
thee to him." 

" Go ! " cried Amba, frightened at the other's voice 
of threat and scorn combined, of which she had had 
long and sad experience in the house. " I dare not 
keep thee now, — she is terrible. Go, Tara, and an- 
swer what they ask thee. Say the truth and the 
Mother will hear thee. that my lord were here ! 
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that he were here ! " and she sat down sobbing and 
wringing her hands helplessly. 

" Come," cried Pudma, as, seizing Tara by the arm, 
she pulled her forward. "Art thou a child, to be 
ashamed, — thou that art a Moorlee ? " 

Tara's limbs trembled so that she could hardly move. 

" Ah, Mother," she prayed silently, '' I am not false 
to thee yet ; let me not be tried more than I can bear. 

1 will go, even to death, but not to shama Mother, 
not to shame ! Let me go, lady," she continued to 
Pudma Bye, " I will follow thee." 

She did so, and, bending down submissively before 
the priest, stood up with her hands joined in an atti- 
tude of supplication. For a moment the stem man's 
features relaxed into an expression almost of kindness, 
certainly of extreme interest. The youth of the girl, 
her gentle grace, the sad but beautiful expression of 
her face — above all, its purity of expressionpHsent con- 
viction to his heart that there was no room for 
' calumny, none even for suspicion. 

Pudma saw the hesitation, and, herself resolute, 
resumed rapidly and passionately — 

" Is that a figure to be a widow and a priestess — that 
thing with a golden zone, and necklaces and ear-rings, 
and a silken garment like a harlot ? Is that a widow 
who daily combs her hair, braids it, puts sweet 
flowers and oils into it, decking it for a lover ? O 
Shastree, is that what a virtuous widow should be ? 
Is that a condition of penance and austere privation 
whereby to inherit life eternal ? " 
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The Shastree's features changed rapidly. " It can- 
not be," he said ; " such adornment and beauty is not 
of a virtuous woman. Now I believe thee, sister, and 
thy brother must be spoken to. He cannot keep a 
thing so oflTensive in his house, and be among us." 

" Hear me, my lord," said Tara, appealing to him 
piteously. " I am pure — I have done no evil — I am 
an orphan and a Moorlee, but not as others ; such as 
I am, the holy Bhartee Swami, whom I have served 
hitherto, hath made me. "Write to him if you 
will " 

" What is this ? " said Govind Eao, who entered at 
the moment, interrupting her ; " what art thou asking 
of her, friend ? Let her alone ; she is my care." 

"Look," returned the other rising, "if thou art 
satisfied to have one like that remaining in thy house, 
the Swami must know of it, and there will be a fine, 
and shame will come to thee among the council. If 
she be a widow, let her be treated as widows should 
be. If " 

" If I am a Moorlee of the Goddess, as ye call me,'' 
said Tara interposing, "I am already shameless in 
your eyes, and no widow : let me go. No Moorlee is 
asked what she does, or what she wears. The Mother 
will not have those near her who are disfigured, and I 
cannot break the vow I have made to her ; she would 
destroy me." 

Panting and excited, flushed with the desperation of 
ter speech, Tara stood erect, with her eyes flashing, 
her glowing beauty exciting the involuntary admiration 
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of the men, and the virulent hatred of the woman who 
sat with them. 

"See, brother!'* cried Pudma Bye, "look at the 
witch — ^look at her glowing eyes. It was by these 
shameless eyes that she won men's hearts at Tooljapoor. 
Beware ! beware of yourselves, lest ye too fall! Ah!" 
she continued with a scream, " put her away — ^kill her ; 
but let her not go — Bramhun as she is — to the cow- 
slayers!" 

" Peace," said her brother ; " why this spite, Pudma ? 
what hath she done to thee ? Peace, and begone to 
the inner rooms. Begone I" he cried in a louder tone, 
and stamping his foot, " begone ! Dost thou not hear ?" 

" I hear," she replied doggedly ; " but I will not go, 
unless the Shastree bid me. Choose now between us : 
send me out of thy house to thy shame, and keep her, 
to thy worse shame ; or send her away. There can be 
no compromise between good and evil, shame and dis- 
honour." 

" She speaks truly, friend," said the Shastree mildly. 
"It must be dona How do we know she is a 
priestess ? " 

Tara had not entirely lost the presence of mind 
which she naturally possessed, though she found it 
failing rapidly. "Put me to the proof," she said 
quickly, — " the proof If there be a temple of the 
Mother's here, let me sit in it before her a night and 
a day — haply she may come to her child, as she did 
at Tooljapoor. Ye can watch me too, there. If she 
come not — then she hath abandoned me, and ye can 
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kill me if ye please, sirs ; better ye did so, for I am 
indeed friendless." 

"Not so," cried the widow; "thou hast friends, 
Tara, many and powerful — myself the greatest of all ; 
but — not as thou art Choose !" 

" I have chosen, lady," said the giri sadly. " Take 
me to the temple now — even now, — and leave me 
there. A vessel of water is enough, and a woman to 
watch me at night, if ye will not watch yourselves. I 
have already eaten, and want no food. I would go to 
the Mother." 

"It is some device, brother," said Pudma suspici- 
ously ; " some device to fly, to escape, or " 

He smiled and shook his head. "It requires a 
braver heart than a girl's to face the mountain-paths 
alone at night among the bears and the panthers, 
sister, and nought but a bird could escape down the 
precipices. Why these unjust suspicions ? Art thou 
ready, Tara? If so, follow me, and thou too, Shas- 
tree ; we Will settle this matter at once. There is no 
one now in the Eajah's temple. He has already paid 
his devotions, and is preparing to meet the Khan. 
Oome, the ordinary priests are there, and there is no 
fear of her. Come, Tara, fear not. If thou art true, 
the Mother will defend thee. Dost thou trust her, 
girl?" 

" Take me to her," she replied. " I have no refuge 
but with her. I am ready." Then she turned to 
embrace Amba Bye, who now entered sobbing, and fell 
upon her neck. 

VOL. in. M 
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" I will come to thee by-and-by," she whispered. 
" It is but a step, and I will watch with thee at night. 
I have a vow to pay to the Mother. Go with my 
husband." 

We know the place already. It was where Sivaji's 
mother had sat. A few words to the attendant priest 
by Govind Bao and the Shastree, explained the ordeal 
to which Tara had voluntarily subjected herself, and 
she was permitted to approach the shrine and make 
her obeisance and offerings. They watched her, and 
saw that she did her office as one used to the duty ; 
and when it was finished, she went before the shrine, 
sat down, and began to chant the morning hymn of 
the Goddess in low and sweet tones, rocking herself to 
and fro. 

" There can be no doubt of this, Shastree,'* said 
Govind Bao, — " she is what she tells us." 

" She may be," he replied, " but till the Goddess 
comes into her and speaks by her mouth, she may not 
be fully believed. Let us leave her,*' and they went. 

Tara grew absorbed in her devotion : she noticed no 
one. By-and-by a gun was fired from a tower near 
her, and four others followed. Then a pause ensued, 
and the priest fed the lamps with fresh oil, tinkled the 
bell on the shrine, and poured libations to the image, 
renewing these ceremonies with much earnestness. 
Tara scarcely noticed them, for though it was broad 
noonday without, it was dusk within the closed vesti- 
bule. By-and-by a girl, bearing a tray of lighted 
lamps, and garlands of flowers, entered, but so that 
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her face could not be seen^ and, delivering some to the 
priest, began a ceremony herself, which was ftrangely 
familiar ; and as Tara turned her head for an instant, 
she saw that it was Gunga, and that she herself was 
recognised. 

Gunga clapped her hands with joy. *' At last," she 
cried excitedly, " at last ! See, I am worshipping for 
the victory which he has gained by. this time. Hush ! 
thou wilt see Zyna here presently. Moro will bring 
her captive ; then there will be three with him — I, and 
thou, and sha Ha, ha, ha ! a merry three, girl. Dost 
thou hear, Tara ? " But some strange chill had struck 
at Tara's heart, and, sinking down on the floor, for a 
time she was insensible. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

Gunga's appearance is easily explained. On his ar- 
rival at Pertabgurh, Moro Trimmul had been sent to 
bring up some of the Eajah's Hetkurees from the Con- 
can, the tract below the mountains next the sea, and 
he had besought the post of honour in the ensuing 
attack upon the Mahomedan camp, which had been 
granted to him. 

In this he had two motives : the one, personal dis- 
tinction, and the desire of retaliation for Tooljapoor, 
which was shared commonly with all Bramhuns ; and, 
secondly, and probably most urgent, the desire of re- 
venge upon Fazil Khan, and, if possible, the capture of 
his sister and family. That either Afzool Khan or his 
son would survive the fight, he did not think possible, 
or if they escaped death, and were captured, that they 
would be spared. 

Of the Bajah's intentions in regard to the Ehan, he 
had no idea ; and when Maloosray and Palkur were 
with their prince on the night preceding the Khan's 
visit to the fort, Moro Trimmul was in company with 
his own men, placing them in positions in the woods, 
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ready to obey the signal* which had been commnni- 
cated to him. Gunga, therefore, had been sent on to 
the fort under charge of his servants, and directed not 
only to have the house swept and prepared, but, as the 
guns were fired from the fort, to oflfer sacrifice for him 
in the temple, and await his coming. 

" Dost thou know her ? " asked the Bramhun priest 
of Qunga, when he heard her speak to Tara, and ob- 
served the eflfect of her address. 

" Know her ? — ^Yes, Maharaj," returned Gunga, " she 
is a Moorlee of the temple at Tooljapoor, and 1 am an- 
other, — that's why I know her." 

"It is curious," said the man musing. "There, 
raise her up till my wife comes ; we have had charge 
of her given to us, and she is to watch here to see if 
the Mother comes to her to prove herself what she 
says she is. Did she ever prophesy ? " 

"The Mother came to her once," replied Gunga, 
"when she was made a Moorlee ; but I never saw her 
come afterwards. If she would be a true priestess, she 
perhaps would come ; but she is only half a one at 
heart, and that's why trouble follows her." 

" What trouble ? " asked the priest. 

" Oh, her father and mother are dead, killed in the 
fight at Tooljapoor, and she is here, among strangers, 
with no one to help her ; is not that trouble enough, 
Maharaj ? " replied the girl. " And she is so beautiful, 
too ; they say she is a witch, and steals men's hearts 
and throws them away ; but I don't know that she is 
— she is only beautiful — ^look at her." 



182 TARA: 

" Ah ! that's the worst I have heard yet," said the 
man musing. 

^'Yes, but she is pure, quite pure, sir," returned 
Gunga earnestly, "not like me and the rest of us ; and 
we envied her, and I hat^d her ; but I don't hate her 
now, and when she wakes I will tell her so. Tara, 
Tara! wake ! She is not dead, sir, is she?" continued 
the girl dreamily, pushing away Tara's hair from her 
face, and looking into her eyes : " she does not answer 
me. speak to her ! " 

" No, she is alive," replied the Bramhun, feeling her 
hand and forehead. " Wait, I will bring some water." 

" Would she were dead — dead ere he came," Gunga 
muttered to herself. " He will not spare her now — 
ah me ! not now : and in the heat and confusion of 
victory, who will care for her ? All those she loved 
last, too, are dead — all gone — and that fair boy with 
the rest! Ah me, better she died! Tara, drink I 
here is water ! " 

A woman came with a brass vessel full, and helped 
Gunga to raise her up, while she poured some into 
her mouth, and sprinkled her face gently. They 
saw Tara heave a great sigh; and presently, as the 
woman fanned her with the end of her garment, she 
awoke and looked drearily around her — first to the 
woman, then to Gunga, against whom she was re- 
clining. Her first impulse was to rise, but in the 
attempt she sank down again, and buried her face in 
her hands. 

" Why art thou here ? " she cried piteously. " 
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Gunga, go ! leave me." She did not yet comprehend 
what had been said of victory, for she made no allusion 
to it. 

" N"o, Tara, not now," said the girl — " not now, I 
will tell thee why. Go," she continued to the wo- 
man. " You are kiad. Go now. I have that to say 
to my sister which no one must hear. Go ! We are 
priestesses, and will serve the Mother in our own 
fashion. But if I need shelter for her, wUt thou give 
it?" 

" Ah," replied the dame, " we are poor people, and 
can do little ; but the Maha Eanee is kind and just — I 
will speak to her." 

"True," replied Gunga absently; "if needs be, I 
will come to thee again — now, go. Tara ! " she con- 
tinued, stretching out her hands to her imploringly 
when the woman had gone out — " Tara, look up ! look 
up, and see if I be like what I was ; — cast me not away 
now, for we are both in the like misery! Mother!" 
she cried to the image on the altar, " bid her speak to 
me, ere it be too late ; — bid her trust to me, and save 
herself! Tara, behold I kiss your feet ; trust me now, 
as I swear on them not to fail you. No, no, never, 
never more — never more, except in death. See what 
I do!" 

She arose, went to the shrine, and prostrated herself 
before it on her face, so that her hands embraced the 
feet of the image. " kill me. Mother — kill me. 
Mother!" Tara^ heard her cry, in a passionate burst 
of weeping ; " kill me, if thou vrtlt, for touching thee, 
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who am not worthy ; but hear me, and help me to save 
Tara. She is thy child. let me §ave her for thee. 
I will, — I will, if thou wilt bid her trust me, for I am 
not lying now. I am true to thee and to her!" 

The words were almost inarticulate, and gasped or 
sobbed, rather than spoken. They fell strangely on 
Tara's ears as Gunga still moaned rather than spoke. 
" Mother — Mother, I am true, I am not lying ; bid 
her trust me ! bid her trust me ! " 

It was impossible to resist them. Tara rose and 
went across the vestibule to her. " Gunga," she said, 
" get up, I am here^ what wouldst thou of me ? " 

The girl arose, put away the dishevelled hair from 
her face, and again bowed before Tara, embracing her 
knees. She was not repulsed this time. The priest 
had watched the scene wonderingly — he could not 
understand it. Ta^^a was standing beside the door 
of the shrine, the light from within streaming out 
upon her. Her slight figure was drawn up to its full 
height, and her beautiful features were calm — almost 
sublime in their expression. Lying at her feet, and 
clasping them, was the other girl, still moaning in 
apparent agony. 

" She hath done some terrible crime,^' thought the 
Bramhun, " and the other will intercede for her." 

" Tara — Tara," cried Gunga piteously, " I dare 
not look up to thee now ; all my shame is rushing back 
into my heart ; my words and my touch are alike pol- 
lution to thee ! Tara, I dare not ask forgiveness — 
I who have wronged thee so foully. Speak, for time 
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passes quickly, and they will be here — wilt thou trust 
me now ? Mother, Mother ! what can I do ? what 
can I say to make her trust me — ^to make her forgive 
me?" 

"Look up, Gunga," said Tara, sitting down, and 
gently parting the hair on the girl's forehead, " what 
hast thou done ? It was he, not thou ; see, I forgive 
thee freely." 

" yes, it was he, not I," she cried, — " I resisted, 
and he used to beat me. Yes, he beat me cruelly only 
yesterday, when he left me, and then it came into my 
heart to save thee ! Yes, the Mother told me — I know 
it now — to come here, and I have found thee. Listen ! " 
she continued rising, and looking hurriedly about her. 
" There is no one near — ^all are gone. Come ! come ! 
we are not seen ; — come at once, — do not delay : we 
can escape during the confusion. Hark! they are 
fighting below — come ! I tell thee the tigers and the 
bears on the mountain, are better for me and thee than 
they. Dost thou not hear V 

" It is the men firing for the Khan's arrival," said 
Tara gently; "there is no fighting. Who should 
fight?" 

"Ah no," cried Gunga, "they are attacked,— the 
Khan is already kiUed. I heard it as I came in — they 
are all dead or dying. Tara, I tell thee that no 
one will escape, — no, not one. Hark! the din in- 
creases, and thou art here : alas ! alas ! Mother ! 
tell it to her," she exclaimed, with passionate ges- 
ticulation, to the senseless image before them—" tell 
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it to her — ^she will not believe me — ^Tara, dost thou 
not hear?" 

Just then, an eddy, perhaps, of the mountain-wind, 
brought up to them from the deep valley below, a 
hoarse, confused din of shouts, shots, and coDflict. It 
could not be mistaken. Tara had heard it once at 
Tooljapoor, but this was far more tremendous. 

" Come ! " again shrieked Gimga, seizing her arm, 
and dragging her away — "come! It is our last 
chance for life — do not throw it away. We can get 
out and hide among the bushes ; and I will never 
leave thee Tara, never." 

But she spoke to one now wellnigh bereft of sense. 
The Ehan killed, the rest attacked, and the fierce 
turmoil of the fight coming up stronger and stronger, 
till the fretted roof of the temple seemed filled with 
the sound, overpowered Tara ; for at last, the hideous 
truth seemed to flash upon her, as she sat down and 
buried her face in her lap in an attitude of mute 
despair ; but Gunga would not let her rest. 

" Ah, I am believed now/* she cried wildly: "listen ! 
Moro Trimmul, with thousands upon thousands, has 
attacked the camp, and he swore to me to bring the 
Khan's wife and daughter hither. Taral wiU he 
spare them? He swore he would not, and he beat 
me when I pleaded for them. Look ! here are bruises 
on me. I tell thee he wiU not spare them or you. 
Come!" 

" I will die here, — I will not go from the Mother, 
Gunga," replied Tara. "I am her child now — only 
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hers : let her do with me as she wills^ I will not go. 
Save thyself, care not for me," and she arose and pro- 
strated herself before the shrine. "0 Mother," she 
cried piteously, " I will not leave thee again. Death 
or life, what matters it to me? let it be as thou 
wilt. I have promised not to leave thee, and I am 
here waiting.'' Then rising, she seated herself as she 
was used to do before the shrine, and spoke no more. 

" 1 can at least die with thee, Tara ; I will not leave 
thee," said Gunga. " Whatever comes, let it come to us 
both; I am as ready to die as thou art — I will not go." 

They sat there long. The sun declined, and the 
evening was drawing in. Once only Gunga had gone 
out to see whether she could gain any intelligence, and 
had returned saying the doors of the temple enclosure 
were shut. The Bramhun priest had disappeared like 
the rest, but there were shouts as if of victory which 
rung through the building in bursts, evidently growing 
nearer. Tara seemed not to hear them. It might be 
that utter despair possessed her, or, as Gunga hoped, 
that some manifestation of the Goddess was about to 
take place. She scarcely moved now, but when the 
shouts grew louder she shuddered, and drew the end of 
her garment more closely around her as if she were cold. 

It was thus that the Maha Eanee, SivajTs mother, 
found her and Gunga as she entered with her attend- 
ants for the evening prayer and worship, and to give 
thanks for the victory. 

As the lady had approached the temple, the attend- 
ant priest told her of Tara, and why she had been left 
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there by the Shastree and Govind Bao, and the tale 
had excited her curiosity if not her compassion. 

" She is sitting there before the Mother," he said, 
" and does not speak. Perhaps she will answer you, 
lady, but it seems as though a fit were coming on her. 
I will tell her at least that you have come/' and step- 
ping forward he advanced to Tara and whispered in 
her ear. 

The Maha Sanee followed, and paused as she entered 
the vestibule. The light shone full upon Tara, and 
her expression of deep misery could not be mistaken. 
Long afterwards, the first sight of that pale, wan, de- 
spairing face recurred to the lady with pain, and she 
never forgot the look of hopeless grief which Tara had 
first turned upon her. 

" There is no inspiration in that face," said the lady 
to the priest, — "none. It seems to me the Mother 
hath forsaken her. Of what is she accused ? " 

"She was taken from the Mahomedan chief, we 
hear,'' said the Bramhun, " and was to have become a 
Mussulmani. They say, too, she is a sorceress, and 
does evil with her eyes ; but Govind Rao placed her 
here, and knows about her." 

" I fear her not," cried the Eanee, with flashing eyes. 
" Who is she, that she dare sit in my presence? Put 
her out ! Away with thee, wench ! " she continued to 
Tara, " get thee hence ! If thou art forsworn, begone ! 
The Mother hath drunk blood to-day and will not 
spare thee I Take her away, Bheemee — she is an 
offence to us." 
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" Get up, girl," said Bheemee roughly, as she ad- 
vanced, followed by several other women — "get up; 
dost thou not hear ? else we will cast thee out." 

Gunga came forward boldly. " Do not touch or hurt 
her," she said : " I fear she is not now in her right 
mind. If I may take her, I will look after her. Get 
up, Tara," she whispered in her ear : " come, we will go 
and hide ourselves. Come, for thy life come ! " and 
she tried to lift her up and drag her away. 

But Tara could not rise; her limbs seemed paralysed 
by grief or terror, and she did not evidently under- 
stand what had occurred. Not noticing the Maha 
Eanee, she disengaged herself from Gunga, and once 
more stretched out her arms to the shrine before her, 
and cried in piteous tones which affected many around 
her to tears, " Mother, I wiU not leave thee : do with 
me as thou wilt, even to death !" and so lay moaning. 

" Send for Govind Eao and Wittul Shastree, lady,'* 
said the old Bramhun priest, who was sobbing and 
wiping his eyes : *' they know of her, and you will hear 
about her from them." 

"Good," replied the Eanee, already softened, "let 
them be brought instantly,— they are without. We 
will await their coming." 

Some little time elapsed, and others assembled. 
No one knew what was going to happen. After a 
while Tara seemed to regain sense and to remem- 
ber why she was there, for she sat up, and they saw 
her lips moving as if in prayer. As the trumpets 
sounded the setting of the first watch at sunset, and 
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the great kettledrums and pipes played the evening 
music in the Nobut Eiana* above the gate, the 
Bramhun priests entered with the usual offerings, and 
began to chant one of the evening hymns of praise, as 
they moved round the shrine in time with the faint 
clash of the silver cymbals, which one of them cj^rrieA 
Then, timidly and faintly at first, but increasing in 
power as she sang, Tara joined the chant. It was 
an emotion which she could not restrain, and which 
not even the sense of desolation and dull misery 
which had overwhelmed her, could repress. She was 
unconscious of the effect it produced upon those who 
listened to her, as her full rich voice rose above the 
hoarse and unmusical chant of the priests ; but as it 
gradually ceased, and the sound died away in the re- 
cesses of the temple, it affected many of those who 
heard it to tears, and was never forgotten. 

" No wonder," said the Banee, who had listened to 
the hymn with emotion which she hardly chose to ac- 
knowledge, — " no wonder they say she is a sorceresa 
See, she has no fear — ^no perception of what is to hap- 
pen, or who are around her. That is not natural ; it 
is magic, and may not be looked upon." 

"Lady," said Wittul Shastree, who, with Govind 
Rao and the other Bramhuns, now approached her, 
" we attend you ; what are your commands ?" 

" We doubt the girl yonder, and they tell us she is 

* The place for a band of music, allowed only to persons of rank 
by royal permission, and which plays at stated periods dming the 
day. 
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dangerous, and a sorceress; we would have her re- 
moved ere we render sacrifice for victory," she replied ; 
" but the priests tell us she is there by your order. Is 
it so?" 

" By her own will," said the Shastree ; " not our orders. 
We would have made her over to the council for chas- 
tisement and discipline, because, as a priestess of Ealee, 
she hath been residing among the Mahomedans ; but 
she claimed ordeal and sanctuary with the Goddess, 
and we sent her here. Has any vision appeared to 
her ?" he asked of the attendant priest. 

" None,'' replied the man. " They have been talking 
together, she and the girl beside her, who wanted her 
to get up and go away ; but she has not stirred since 
the five guns were fired, and she was told of the 
victory." 

" I will ask her again what she wishes, lady," said 
GtovindRao, "but better than I, Moro Trimmul should 
do it, who, we hear, has married his sister to her 
father. He, too, is without with the Eajah ; they have 
just come up into the fort." 

" Let him be called," replied the lady, " and keep out 
other strangers. Be ye all seated, sirs," she continued 
to the Bramhuns who had accompanied the Shastree, 
"while this inquiry lasts." 



CHAPTER XX. 

The inner part of the vestibule was not large, — a 
square room, supported upon massive stone pillars at 
the comers, with a slightly raised dais all round ; and 
as the Bramhuns entered and took their seats, Tara 
could not avoid noticing them, and appeared more 
conscious ;of surrounding occurrences than before. 
Thinking she would rise, Gunga approached to assist 
her, but Tara motioned her away. " My time is not 
yet come," she said ; " I will not go ;" and again she 
drew her garment about her, and resumed her silent 
position. 

But not for long. There was a sudden movement 
among those without, and a way was cleared for one 
who came in rapidly. 

" Who wants me here?" cried a strong manly voice, 
apparently hoarse from shouting. " A girl ! what girl ? 
Let me pass." 

As he strode in through the men who were sitting 
behind, Tara turned her head, and suddenly beheld her 
enemy. 

She rose at once, excited and defiant, so noble in her 
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manner, so expressive in her abhorrence, that Moro 
Trimmul shrank back a step, abashed. 

" Begone !" she cried, stamping her foot. " There is 
the Mother; not a second time shalt thou take me 
from her. My fathers,'' she cried, appealing to all 
aromid, " he would twice have dishonoured me, and I 
have been saved. Now T am under your protection, 
give me not to him ! Take me to the mother of the 
Eajah ; she will protect me." 

" She is here," said the Shastree, stepping forward ; 
" and thy fate shall be decided before her. Fear not, 
daughter." 

" Friends," said Moro Trimmul, looking round, "have 
care for my honour ! Twice have I rescued her from 
shame. Once when she was escaping from Tooljapoor ; 
once in separating her from those who have been slain. 
Give her to me, for her shame to be hidden away for 
ever." 

" I will not go ; I will not go !" cried Tara, entering 
the door of the shrine, and clasping the feet of the 
image. " Kill me if ye will, here, — I am ready ; but 
I will not go with him." 

" I claim them both, sirs," cried Moro Trimmul 
passionately ; " her, and her sister Moorlee yonder. Be- 
ware, all of ye, how ye interfere with the family honour 
of a respectable man. I will brook it from no one, not 
even from Sivaji Bh6slay himself! Have I won a 
victory to-day at the Mother's command, and am I to 
be disgraced and humbled before her, by a deranged 
girl and doting priests, ere it is closed ? Come forth, 
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Tara ! '' he called, in a hoarse voice — " come forth, else 
I will tear thee thence. Away with her," he cried to 
two of his attendants, who had seized Gunga, and were 
holding her fast — " away with her to my house, and 
bind her there ; I will bring the other. Now, friends, 
beware who stays me, for, by the Grods, he dies, be he 
who he may I" and he drew his sword, and was ad- 
vancing, when the Shastree stepped before him. 

" Madman,'' he cried, stretching forth his hands ; 
" forbear ! put up thy weapon, — ^no one here dreads it. 
We are Bramhuns, as thou art ! Fear not," he con- 
tinued to Tara, who had stood up also by the altar, and 
was trembling violently, but not with terror. " Fear 
not ; thou art under the protection of the council, and 
he dare not interfere with thee." 

" Fool and dotard," exclaimed Moro Trimmul under 
his breath, and from between his clenched teeth, " I 
will settle with thee for this, one day yet. As ye will, 
sirs," he continued bitterly, looking round and panting 
as he dropped his sword's point. " My honour is in the 
hands of a priest's council at last, not in my own keep- 
ing, and I am helpless ; but hasten what ye have to 
do, for I will not leave ye till ye have decided in re- 
gard to her. Look at her — harlot and witch, sorceress 
and devil — ^who hath already destroyed men's souls, — 
will ye believe the Mother protects such as she is ? " 

" Let it be so," said the Shastree. "Tara, art thou 
willing to abide the night, as the issue of the ordeal 
suggested by thyself, to wait her coming ? If so, we 
will stay here with thee." 
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'* Mother," she said in a low voice, turning to the 
altar, and joining her hands in supplication before the 
image — " Mother, if I am thy child, tell me what to 
say to them ; or, if thou wilt, let me be another sacri- 
fice to thee, and it will be well. Mother, — Toolja 
Mata ! dost thou hear ? — Tara is ready before thee — 
ready to come V 

Low as the words were spoken, they were heard by 
all ; and remembering the events of the day, and be- 
lieving in the power of the Goddess, it was expect- 
ed the girl would fall and die where she was, on 
the solemn invocation; but it was not so. For 
a few moments she stood gazing intently at the 
image, without altering her position of supplica- 
tion; then she smiled, her hands dropped, and she 
turned at once and faced the assembly. Not even 
in her first oflSce as priestess had her beauty been 
more glorious — ^the expression of her features more 
sublime. 

" priests and elders," she said calmly and simply, 
in her sweet musical voice, " hear my last words : 
I am an orphan and a widow, I have no one left on 
earth to protect me, — ^not one. To be in danger of that 
man's evil designs, is to die hourly. Did he succeed 
as he has tried, it would be to live in shame ; now I 
can die in purity. The Mother calls me ; she will not 
come to me, though I have asked her. She is far from 
me, yet she beckons to me ; look, there ! " and she 
stretched forth her hand to the roof—" she calls me, 
and I come, pure, and purified by fire. Now listen, all 
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ye Bramhuns ; I am true and pure, and I am Sutee* 
henceforth. When ye will, and where ye will, I am 
Sutee ; and on his head be curses, and the vengeance 
of Kalee, who forbids it. Let me die in the fire, and 
I am happy ! What she puts into my month, I say to 
you truly. Let no one forbid it." 
. No one spoke, no one answered. The people before 
her rose as one man. Many trembled, some wept, 
and women screamed aloud ; but Tara stood there un- 
moved, her bosom heaving rapidly, and the glowing 
beauty and rapture of her face unchanged. 

" Jey Kalee ! Jey Toolja Mata ! '* exclaimed the 
Shastree ; " let it be as she says, brothers. Henceforth 
she is Sutee, and we accept the sacrifice, for the Mother 
hath said it by her lips. Ah, the ordeal is fulfilled in- 
deed, and to the honour of her votary ! Fear not," he 
said, " daughter : by this act is thy husband delivered 
from hell ; and all thou hast suffered in this life is 
sanctified unto thee. Bring flowers, bring garlands," 
he cried to the people ; " crown her here at the altar, 
and let her be worshipped." 

" Tara, Tara ! '' cried a husky voice close to her, en- 
treatingly ; " Tara, what hast thou done ? Art thou 
mad? girl, why hast thou doomed thyself? Come, 
there is yet time : come with me ! " 

" Begone ! " cried the girl interrupting him ; " I spurn 
thee. More Trimraul, before all these elders : false and 
cruel as thou art, I am at last beyond thy reach ! " 

" Come away, More," said Maloosray roughly, who 

* Chaste, virtuous. 
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had just entered, and dragged him backwards with one 
hand, while he seized his sword and wrested it from 
him with the other; "art thou a child? dost thou 
fight with priests and women ? Come with me ; the 
Eajah calls thee/' The Bramhun struggled to be free, 
but Tannajee*s powerful arms were about him, in which 
he was borne away, helpless to resist. 

Not in her first admission to the office she had 
held, not in the holiest of ceremonies at which she 
had before assisted, was greater honour ever done to 
Tara than now. Bedecked with garlands, with incense 
burnt before her, the priests present formed themselves 
into a procession, and, chanting hymns of praise, led 
her round and round the shrine. The temple court 
and its precincts were now filled with people, who took 
up the shouts of victory — " Jey Kalee ! Jey Toolja 
Mata ! " and as she passed before them, throwing hand- 
fuls of flowers among them, all who could reach her, 
touched her garments reverently, or prostrated them- 
selves before her, with frantic cries for blessings ; and 
so they led her forth. 

How many sweet memories crowded into Tara's 
mind now, and urged her on. There was no fear, no 
irresolution — ^father, mother, Zyna, Fazil — all dead, as 
she thought, and a fierce and ruthless enemy perse- 
cuting her to the last. All she could think on was, 
that she was free, that no one could harm her now. 
Had they then led her to death, she would have gone, 
singing the hymns triumphantly. 
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Late that night Moro Trimmul returned to his place 
of residence. Long before, when Sivaji*s power was in 
its infancy, and the young men had taken possession 
of the mountain-built fort, and led their bands forth to 
plunder and destroy the Mahomedan villages around, 
Moro Trimmul had fitted up a hollow bastion on one of 
the angles of the precipice — ^in which the builder had 
left a small room and anteroom — as his place of shelter. 
The inside was rudely plastered with clay; and a sleep- 
ing-place, also of clay, had been raised from the floor, 
on which was placed a mattress and pillow. In the 
face of the bastion a small oriel window had been built, 
which had a balcony projecting from the wall, large 
enough for two people to sit in. Seated there, you 
looked down a dizzy depth upon the forest below; but 
on all sides the precipices, the woods, and their deep 
glens, and the varied mountains beyond, formed a com- 
bination of glorious beauty, which there, above all other 
places in the mountain fortress, was most deeply felt. 

Thither had Gunga been taken by the Bramhun's 
servants on the morning of the battle. He had charged 
them to have the place swept and newly plastered with 
clay, and Gunga, with having it done as he wished. 
On its completion, she had gone into the temple to 
worship for him in the exercise of her vocation, as the 
signal was to be given, which they all told her of. She 
knew of his design. He had charged her to watch 
Tara, and, if she saw her, to give him information of 
her actions. He had told her that he should bring 
Fazil's sister to the fort, for he felt sure she could not 
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escape him. Herself, Zyna, and Tara should be con- 
fronted at last. How long should the latter elude 
hini ? For the Khan, Gunga cared nothing ; for Zyna 
and Fazil as little — they were Mussulmans, and must 
perish, — ^but for Tara ! 

Ah yes, strange indeed, perhaps, yet not unnatural, 
had been the revulsion. The jealousy which had urged 
Gunga to hate the girl, and assist in plots for her ruin, 
had strangely altered to lova Twice had Moro Trim- 
mul been foiled; twice had he fallen savagely upon 
her, and beaten her cruelly. We know what he did 
when Tara was last rescued, and how Gunga, relenting, 
had not then abandoned him. But it had not ended 
there. The fierce rage of disappointment had broken 
out again and again, and he had vented it upon her 
brutally. She had borne this patiently at the time; 
. but she had now sworn to herself, in the temple of the 
Goddess at Wye, not only to lend herself no more to 
Moro Trimmul's design, but had formed the resolution 
to assist Tara to escape — to carry her oflf by mountain 
paths ; and she knew that if they could once enter the 
forest near the fort, they were safe. 

Day by day, as these thoughts passed through 
Gunga's mind, the love for Tara grew stronger, till it 
became an absorbing passion. Would she but trust 
her — would she but believe her — ^they might yet again 
see their beloved Tooljapoor, and she would work out 
her forgiveness by devotion. It was not too late, she 
thought: but .... 

We have already told how she met her in the 
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temple; but it is impossible to describe her despair 
at her failure to induce Tara to escape, or when the 
man she dreaded, bid his servants seize and bind her. 
If she could have remained with Tara — only near 
her .... 

Alas ! it was too late now. She had scarcely been 
carried, shrieking, from the temple, by the servants of 
Moro Trimmul, when another man followed, and said 
Tara had become a Sutee, and was to be burnt next 
day beside the tank in the fort. Then Gunga felt the 
heroism of the girl's resolution. At least Moro Trim- 
mul could not injure her ; she would soon be beyond 
reach of his persecution. It was well — ^yes, it was 
well. She could at least see her die ; and then ? . . . 

The desire of death sat hard at her heart. At first 
she shuddered at it ; but once it had entered, it abode 
there and grew stronger. If Moro Trimmul cast her 
off now, it would be but to be haunted by the memory 
of the girl she had wronged so cruelly, and the love for 
whom, and the despair of whose forgiveness, had pur- 
sued her night and day — ^night and day : but it seemed 
to have reached her at last. " Yes, she touched me 
kindly," she said to herself ; " she parted the hair from 
my face as a sister would have done : ere she spoke to 
me she forgave me : and I will see her die, decked in 
flowers, as a holy and pure sacrifice. I will worship 
her as she goes to death, and then I will follow her. 
Tara, there, not here, I may be forgiven before the 
Mother." 

Moro Trimmul's servants had taken Qunga, and 



A MAHRATTA TALE. 201 

literally obeyed the orders they had received ; bound 
her with one of her own garments, lest she should 
do herself or them injury, and laid her gently upon 
the couch in the inner room. How long she had 
lain there she had no idea ; but, as the time passed, 
it only confirmed her resolution. She would die, no 
matter how. There was nothing definite in her mind, 
but that she would die : a dull despair blunting every 
faculty — a reality of determination before which her 
very senses seemed to refuse office. 

She heard Moro Trimmul ask without where she 
was, and the servant answer that she was within, lying 
on the couch. A small lamp had been lighted and 
placed in a niche ; and as he entered and stood over 
her, she feigned sleep. She felt him unfasten the 
bandage round her arms, and then he dragged her 
roughly to her feet. 

" Devil ! " he cried, " this is thy doing, and she is 
gone. Lost ! Tara, how beautiful thou wast in 
living death !'* he continued, apostrophising her, "speak- 
ing thy own death-sentence — as IJistened, I could have 
died for thee." 

" Thou art a coward, Moro Trimmul," cried the girl, 
scornfully and desperately; "thou darest neither die 
thyself, nor kill me. Thou die with Tara ? she would 
spit at thee, as I do.*' 

He struck her brutally to the ground with his 
clenched hand. " Lie there, witch ! devil ! " he cried. 
" Thou hast been the cause of all this ; alone, I could 
have done it. Thou and she are one now, else why 
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didst thou not decoy her here ? Did I not tell thee to 
do so ? Speak ! " and he pushed her with his foot as 
she lay. 

She arose. " Moro Trimmul," she said calmly, but 
with desperation in her voice, " may the Mother for- 
give me what I have done with thee against Tara; 
that is all I pray now. Between me and thee all is 
ended, long since. Let me go. I will serve thee no 
longer. I spit at thee and defy thee ; and in the Ea- 
jah's court, before every image of Kalee in the Dekhan, 
if I live, I will sing thy^ shame and her honour. Let me 
go out ! '' 

She saw him set his teeth, as his eyes flashed with 
a wicked glare, draw a knife from his waistband, and 
spring at her. The glitter of that knife was the last 
thing, perhaps, of which she was conscious, except that 
she seized the hand that held it, instinctively, and then 
came a struggle for life. But only a brief ona A 
weak girl, before a powerful man, could not endure 
long, — sickened, too, as she was by his previous blow. 
Back — ^back, he forced her to the window, which was 
open ; on the little balcony without, they swayed to 
and fro fearfully for a moment ; but he wrenched his 
hand free by a desperate effort, and, striking her one 
heavy blow with the knife, where he knew not, — ^as the 
body dropped heavily in his arms, he pushed it forth 
into the dark air. He did not hear it fall, though he 
listened ; but in the morning, the vultures, which lived 
on pinnacles of the precipices, were seen descending in 
hundreds to their hideous feast below. 



CHAPTER XXL 

Fazil Khan had followed the progress of his father 
up the mountain-side with intense interest. The little 
pavilion on the knoll, the group of Bramhuns already 
there, and the open and nearly level spot which had 
been selected as the place of meeting, were distinctly 
visible from where he stood with Bulwunt Eao, and a 
few other of his trusty associates and retainers. Around, 
the horsemen — now mostly dismounted — were dispersed 
in picturesque groups, talking together or lying lazily 
upon the soft sward holding their horses' bridles, and 
shading their eyes from the sun. 

In the town through which his father had gone, there 
appeared no stir. A few men were lounging about the 
gate, and upon the bastion near it, and thus were looking 
out upon the Mahomedan horsemen apparently in idle 
curiosity. The gate was open, and the townspeople, 
and women with jars of water on their heads, were 
passing to and fro unconcernedly as usual. There was 
nothing to excite suspicion or apprehension, except in 
the mode of reception of his father, and the strange, 
unusual proposition, that the first interview should be 
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on the mountain - side, and alone ; but Bulwunt Bao 
had explained this characteristically, and with a fair 
show of reason, and Fazil, though uneasy, was obliged 
to be content : there was no remedy now. 

So the Khan's progress in his palankeen had been 
watched with intense anxiety as he ascended the rug- 
ged pathway. At times the bearers could be seen, 
and the priest holding the side of the litter to help 
himself along : again the thick foliage, and turns in the 
road, hid them from view. At length Fazil saw the 
Bramhuns on the knoll rise and advance a few steps, 
and the palankeen emerge upon the open space, where 
it was set down ; and his father got out, adjusted his 
turban and shawl, and stood with the rest. Then the 
bearers and the priest moved a little aside ; and as the 
two men from above appeared, his father advanced to 
meet them, and embraced one. 

It was but for a moment, and the fatal result was 
at once apparent. With a cry of horror, which aroused 
many around him who had not been watching the 
proceedings above, Fazil saw his father reel and fall, 
rise again, as his sword flashed in the air, and with the 
Peer maintain the unequal combat we have already 
described. No sound reached those below ; they could 
only see the flashing of the weapons in the sun, and the 
struggle of the combatants. Involuntarily, Fazil urged 
on his horse. Alas ! of what avail now ? Others had 
been watching as well as he ; and the blast of the 
horn, which rose shrill and quivering as the Khan 
fell, was answered by volleys of matchlock shots from 
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the woods around. The gates of the town were shut, 
and the walls and bastions manned as thickly as men 
could stand on them, whose fire on the horsemen below 
was hot and deadly. 

The eflTect of the surprise upon the helpless cava- 
liers need not be detailed. Panic-stricken, and hemmed 
in on every side, they rode hither and thither, vainly 
seeking places of egress through the woods, or by the 
way they came, and were shot down in scores either 
where they stood, or as they gathered in groups and 
charged hither and thither in the vain attempt to 
reach a foe. Among these, Fazil Khan, with Bulwunt 
Eao and some others, had kept together ; and, in the 
emergency, Bulwunt's clear perception, not only of the 
danger, but the best means of extrication from it, saved 
his young master. On the first perception of his 
father's fate, Fazil had seen that it was impossible to 
give help. The town and its walls stood between him 
and the ascent to the fort, and were utterly impassable. 
His next idea, in his grief and desperation, was to die 
with his men as martyrs to the faith ; and he was about 
to dismount, and take his chance on foot, when Bul- 
wunt stopped him. 

"No, Meah,'' he cried, "not while there is hope. 
They who will be helpless indeed without you, will 
need you yonder in camp. If it must be, I will die 
with you, but not now. Follow me, and we will soon 
join them." 

Well was it for Fazil Khan that in his retainer he 
possessed equally, a devoted friend and one who had 



206 TAEA: 

known the country as a youth. In his recent visit to 
the fort, Bulwuut Kao had explored some of his old 
haunts. One pathway, lying near that by which they 
had come, was hardly visible from the plain, but if it 
could be gained, it opened out afterwards into a long 
glade, which joined the main-road below. It might be 
guarded, and they could but fight their way through it 
or fall. Certainly it was better than the way they 
had come, before which, from the deadly fire main- 
tained there, the horsemen had already fallen in a heap. 

"Look," continued Bulwunt Eao, pointing to the 
entrance to the main-road, "there is no hope there. 
They have been at their old trick of felling trees across 
it, and no horse can pass. The Abyssinians have fallen 
in a heap, and if we try, we shall but follow them. 
We need not be martyrs yet, Meah," he laughed cheer- 
fully. " Now, set your teeth, my sons," he continued 
to the men around, " and follow me. We may not all 
get through ; but, Bismilla ! come, and let God take 
whom he pleases." 

There might have been fifty men ; and others, as many 
more perhaps, — as they saw these ride together in a 
desperate race in one direction,— joined them. Bulwunt 
Eao and Fazil were leading ; and as they approached 
what seemed a portion of impervious wood, Fazil's 
heart failed him for a moment. "You are wrong, 
Bulwunt Eao," he cried. "We cannot get through 
this — ^let us turn.'* 

" Madman I " exclaimed the other, seizing the bridle 
of his horse. " By your mother and sister, I swear I 
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am right ! Follow me, my children," he shouted, look- 
ing back, while he again urged his horse to its 
utmost speed ; " we are near now." 

He was right. A portion of the jungle jutted out 
beyond the rest, and made a slight shoulder, as it were, 
behind which was the path. As they turned round the 
comer, they saw a body of foot-soldiers drawn up across 
it ; but ere these could raise their matchlocks to fire, 
the impetuous horsemen were among them, trampling 
some down, and hewing fiercely at others with their 
long Spanish swords.* The attack was irresistible, and, 
the first line of men forced, they encountered no others. 
Straggling shots were fired at them from the sides of 
the mountain, but without effect ; and after riding 
nearly a mile down the glade at the same speed, the 
pathway turned into the main-road, and they heard the 
din of the fight die away behind them. Of the fifteen 
hundred gallant cavaliers who had ridden that morning 
from the camp at Jowly, they were the only survivors. 

While Nettajee Palkur was finishing his bloody work 
on those who remained after Fazil Khan's escape, by 
closing up the pathway, and attacking from all sides 
at once, such of the horsemen as remained in the field, 
— Moro Trimmul was busy with his part of the general 
slaughter ; and as the fugitives rode on, the din of the 
fight behind growing fainter as they proceeded, they 

* The Portuguese of Goa used to import large quantities of Span- 
ish and Genoa sword-blades. They were held in high estimation 
at Beejapoor, and they are still often to be met with in the country. 
The Rajah Sivaji's famous sword Bhowani, with which he kUled 
A£zool Khan, is a Genoa blade of the first water. 



208 TAKA: 

were met by that of the greater work in front, — ^more 
furious, and more terrible. ' 

Yet they pressed on, until, reaching a rising-ground 
which overlooked the field, they could see it all in its 
hideous reality. The Mahrattas had seized the Beeja- 
poor guns, and that point of defence no longer re- 
mained to the Mahomedans. Thousands of the enemy's 
foot-men, in compact masses, were charging disordered 
groups of men huddled together, who made a vain re- 
sistance. Great numbers of horses were careering 
madly about, but, for the most part, the troop-horses 
were still at their pickets, and were now protected by 
the Mahrattas. It was evident that the surprise had 
been as complete and irretrievable as at the fort. 

Casting his eyes round this field, in sickening ap- 
prehension — indeed, in almost hopeless despair — the 
young Khan looked towards the tents where he had left 
his sister and Lurlee. The tents were standing, but the 
outer enclosure walls were thrown down, and a crowd of 
followers and soldiers were apparently struggling toge- 
ther in the plunder of what they contained. The place 
was apart from the field itself, and Fazil pointed to it ; 
he could not speak. 

The men with him had had no time for thought. From 
the moment the Khan had died at Pertabgurh till 
they drew rein on the eminence over the camp, they 
had ridden for life. But the worst was now evident ; 
and what they had hoped to find, was gone. The con- 
viction that all their companions, — those whom they 
had loved in life, were dead, at once fell upon their 
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hearts; and Bulwunt Eao, and many another rough 
veteran, burst into passionate weeping. 

Fazil appeared calm, but it was the calm of despera- 
tion and of misery. . " Why do you weep, friends ? " 
he said. " They are all dead ; why should we live ? 
Death is better than dishonour! Come and see — 
Bismilla!" — and he turned his horse's head in the 
direction of the tents. 

None thought of the risk. " Bismilla ! " shouted the 
men, as, with teeth hard set for a last struggle in life, 
they rode a mad race to their old camp. Near it they 
passed many a familiar face lying upturned to the sun ; 
and, hewing their way through a crowd of plunderers 
which were upon the area that had been covered 
by the Khan's tents, Fazil saw that their walls were 
torn down, and that no one remained ; and in the bed 
of the rivulet which, lying low, screened them from ob- 
servation, they drew rein. In his misery Fazil would 
have dismounted, and again sought death on foot, but 
Bulwunt Eao saw the intention, and prevented it, as 
he had done before. 

" No, no, Meah,'* he said roughly ; " you are our 
master now ; and as the Gods have enabled me to save 
you once to-day, so we will all try again. If they you 
sought have been taken, they are in honourable safety 
with the Rajah : if they are dead, there is no help but 
in submission to God's will." 

A shout from several of the men caused Fazil to look 
round. He saw some persons running towards the 
party who had emerged from the thick jungle on the 
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other side of the stream. They were grooms who had 
hidden themselves. 

One of them clasped Fazil's knees. " They are safe," 
he cried ; " Meah, they are gone this way with the 
hmichback and Ashruf, who would not let ns follow 
lest we should be seen. They went down the river; 
and see ! here are their tracks. Come ! '' 

What need to speak more now ? The new interest 
absorbed all other considerations. Several of the 
grooms were good trackers, and the hoof-marks of the 
two ponies could not be mistaken. They knew them 
well. 

Late in the afternoon — often bewildered in deep 
silent forests, often thrown out, often despairing of 
success, often passing hard rocky ground where Fazil 
could see no tracks whatever, but where Bulwunt Eao 
and the trackers held their way with confidence, a 
small group of people were discovered, from a knoll 
where the trackers stood for a time uncertain, sitting 
near a large banian tree, on the bank of a mountain 
stream. 

At a little distance, too, from them, sat a few men 
armed with matchlocks, who were apparently guarding 
the rest. 

Fazil and the scouts approached, cautiously leading 
his horse ; and the first greeting was a rough one 
from the guards, who raised their guns to fire ; but the 
next, a frantic cry of welcome from the hunchback 
and Ashruf, who ran forward and prostrated themselves 
before him. 
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"0 Meah, they are safe — they are safe!" cried 
Lukshmun, rising first. " Come and see," he cried, 
bursting into tears ; " and the Gods have sent thee." 

Hearing his cry, Qoolab rushed forward, clasping his 
knees, and, unable to speak, was sobbing passionately. 

Yes, they were safe— Lurlee and Zyna. A rude 
bower of leafy branches had been hastily made, with a 
screen of boughs twisted into stakes in front ; and so 
concealed were they by the thick brushwood, apart 
fix)m the grassy glade, that the little commotion which 
Fazil's coming had caused, had not been heard by them. 
Having dismounted, and preceded by old Goolab, who, 
in her uncontrollable joy, now ran before, screaming 
the news of his arrival, he entered the enclosure, — and 
the two desolate women, whose utter despair nothing 
as yet had soothed or alleviated, fell upon his neck and 
wept aloud. 

How long they sat into the night they could not tell. 
Kakrey, the Mahratta officer who had followed the 
party by Moro Trimmul's order, had overtaken them ; 
and, touched by the beauty and sorrow of the women, 
had not molested them. The nearest Mahomedan gar- 
rison was Kurrar, a town at some distance ; but he had 
engaged to guide and protect them thither, and the 
reward promised by Lurlee was at once confirmed, and 
even enhanced by Fazil. Kakrey had already told 
them that the Khan's escape was impossible ; and they 
were thus prepared for the sad news which Fazil 
brought. 

Kakrey decidedly objected, however, to Fazirs horse- 
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men, and even to Lukshmun and Ashruf ; they were 
strangers, and would be inevitably suspected. Fazil 
and his men must take another road, he said ; and the 
ladies must submit to hardships among mountain vil- 
lages and rough tracks for some days. They had no 
other chance of escape but in disguise, and alone with 
him. He had already procured rough food and coarse 
clothes, and there was little time for rest ; ere the 
morning he must take them away. 

Poor Lurlee ! All night while Fazil sat there, she 
had pored over the book of astrological diagrams in a 
hopeless puzzle of mind. Why should she have been 
mistaken ? Why should her husband have died who 
had left her so hopeful in the morning ? Were they all 
wrong ? was all this, the faith of her life, false ? 

It seemed so ; but one thing was at least certain, 
that Tara's nature and Fazil's were alike ; and she ap- 
peared, in spite of her grief, to return to this discovery 
with a peculiar zest. " I am not wrong," she said, " in 
this ; look I " — but we will spare the detail. She was too 
much bewildered by far, to understand as yet the loss 
that had befallen her, nor was she at all convinced that 
she was a widow. No, the stars could not be wrong ; 
and for all they could say, she only believed the more 
that the Khan would return. " Who had seen him die ?" 

Fazil was convinced of Kakrey's good faith. Bulwunt 
Eao unhesitatingly answered for him. They were neigh- 
bours, and had been boys together. Fazil's promises 
of reward were too profuse to have aught in competi- 
tion with them. It was hard to persuade Zyna that he 
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must leave her again ; but as they were situated, they 
could not remain together, and must separate. For 
Fazil would not leave his men, and he determined, 
^th Bulwunt and the hunchback, to hover as long as 
possible about the vicinity of Wye. He might be 
joined by other fugitives, he might rescue many of 
his people, and even make head against the enemy ; 
above all, perhaps he might get news of Tara, and 
assist her. He should avoid the Mahratta horse, and 
with a guide like Bulwunt Eao, and one of Kakrey's 
followers, who volunteered to accompany him, he could 
either conceal himself or advance as needful. 

So, with many tears, and almost despairing, Lurlee 
and Zyna, dressed as peasant women in the coarsest 
clothes, left him ere morning dawned. Lurlee was not 
remarkable ; but the fair skin and beautiful features 
of Zyna were often objects of wondering interest and 
admiration among the mountain peasantry, as they 
journeyed on. 

Three days afterwards, Fazil and his men, who 
had been joined by other stragglers on foot and on 
horseback, were lying during the day in the place of 
concealment which had been chosen by Kakrey's fol- 
lower, and approved of by Bulwunt Eao and the hunch- 
back. In the depth of the jungle near Wye, there was 
a large banian tree, planted by a small temple now 
deserted, because of some evil repute. The tree had 
flourished while the temple had decayed, and was large 
enough, with its offsets, to have sheltered thousands. 
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The outside boughs trailed on the ground, screening 
everything within, where the bare, gaunt branches, and 
the naked roots falling from them, rose high into the 
air, covered above with a thick foliage. A bright 
rill sparkled past the tree ; grass was abundant on the 
hill-sides, and a liberal price for grain had induced some 
villagers near, to supply the men's wants for a few 
days. Every day, the hunchback and the boy Ashruf, 
disguising themselves as mendicants, had sung ballads 
in the town of Wye, in order to gain information of 
passing events. 

They were lying concealed in this hiding-place when, 
in the afternoon of the third day, the hunchback broke 
in upon Fazil and some others sitting together. " Bid 
them all go away/' he cried excitedly ; " I have strange 
news, Meah, for thee, — for thine ear only.'' 

The men rose and went to a distance. " Can it be 
of his father V they said. 

No, it was not of him ; he was beyond all hope now, 
and his bloody head festering in the' sun above the 
gate of Pertabgurh. 

"Meah," said the man, in a low voice, "Tara the 
Moorlee, is alive, but they are going to burn her to- 
morrow ; and I saw them taking wood to the river-side 
to make the pile. They say the Goddess came to her 
at Pertabgurh, and told her, before the Rajah, to be a 
Sutee, and he is going to make a great show of her to 
the people. I waited till I saw her come into Wye in 
a palankeen, and I would have told her you were here, 
but I could not get near her for the crowd — they were 
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throwing flowers upon her. The people do not know 
her name, but I knew her : it is Tara. Meah, you 
will not let the Bramhuns do this !" 

"By Allah and the Prophet, no !" cried the young 
man, starting to his feet. "Dost thou know the 
place?" 

"I — I can lead a Dur6ra* on the house," said 
Lukshmun hesitatingly. " God forgive me, it is not 
the first I have led, and I observed it all before I 
left." 

" Where is Bulwunt Eao ? Call him." 

" He is asleep," replied Lukshmun ; " I will go and 
bring him." 

" Meah wants you ; come," he said to Bulwunt Rao, 
after waking him ; and when he joined Fazil, all was 
told him ; and the three men consulted long and ear- 
nestly as to how the girl might be rescued. 

" were but Bama and a score of Pahar Singh's 
Eamoosees here," said Lukshmun, " we could go and 
bring her to you to-night, without waking her ; but 
your Mussulmans would make but a poor hand of that 
work." 

So, after discussing the subject in every way, there 
seemed no chance of success but in an eflfort to 
carry her off from the pile itself. The attempt might 
succeed or fail ; but the men who would undertake it 
were at least desperate, and to abandon the girl to her 
fate without endeavouring to rescue her, was not to 
be thought of. In any case, they must leave their 

* Gang robbery at night by armed men with lighted torches. 
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hiding-place on the morrow, or starve. A long march 
might take them at once beyond the disturbed coun- 
try ; and they were not, in their present mood, likely 
to falter in their project. 

Tara ! Her name aroused a thousand sweet mem- 
ories. The day after the interview with the Rajah, she 
was to have been demanded as a subject of their Bang ; 
and, in the Eajah's apparently submissive mood, Fazil 
had anticipated no refusal. What had happened to place 
her in the situation in which she was, he could not con- 
jecture ; but Bulwunt Rao and Lukshmun understood 
at once that she was the victim of Bramhun intrigues 
excited by Moro Trimmul, and rejoiced in the pro- 
spect of frustrating his intentions. Finally, the whole 
project was explained to the men ; and in their hearty 
acquiescence, and in the excitement of a new and 
desperate action, the young Khan lay down that night, 
and, for the first time since the slaughter, slept 
soundly. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

Meanwhilb, the Shastree, Anunda, and Eadha, were 
pressing on as fast as the nature of their travelling 
would allow. The Shastree had a palankeen, for he 
was still weak, and the women rode ; but as he gained 
strength, he was able to ride in turn. 

At first their stages were necessarily short, with fre- 
quent halts ; but as they proceeded, they had increased 
the daily distance; and the news of the action at Per- 
tabgurh, which had spread over the country with in- 
credible rapidity, made them more and more anxious 
to reach Wye, and ascertain Tara's fate. All attempts 
to trace her on the road were fruitless. The army had 
passed, but in the confusion attendant upon its progress, 
individuals could not be traced or distinguished. 

At the last stage before Wye they found the village 
where they rested in much excitement It was under- 
stood that a Sutee would take place in the town the 
next day ; and though it was not known who the per- 
son was, the certainty that such a ceremony would 
occur was beyond question ; and it was evident that 
people from all the country round, would attend it. 
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Anunda had not been at Wye since her youth. Her 
parents, who had resided there, were long since dead, 
and she knew, vaguely only, of some distant relatives. 
The Shastree, however, in Ms professional expeditions, 
had frequently visited the town which, from the num- 
ber of Bramhun families residing there, was then, as 
it still is, the seat of much learning, and, from its 
many temples on the bank of the Krishna river, 
esteemed sacred. 

The chief priest of one of those temples, Vishnu 
Pundit, was an old friend and antagonist in scientific 
and literary discussions, and Vyas Shastree knew he 
was sure of a hearty welcome, even if his coming were 
not formally announced. But considering that his 
wives might be an inconvenience, he had sent a note 
on by a messenger, who had engaged to deliver it by 
daylight at furthest ; and as they set out for their last 
march, it was in hopeful, perhaps joyful anticipation 
of news of Tara, by which their long suspense would 
be ended. 

Mingling with the parties, therefore, which thronged 
the roads to the town, and hearing many speculations 
as to the nature of the Sutee, but nothing definite, 
the travellers passed on as rapidly as possible ; and a 
fairer scene than the bed of the sacred stream, with 
its hundreds of bathers in the sparkling waters, the 
temples on its banks, and the broad flights of steps 
leading to the river, could hardly be imagined ; but 
there was one object in particular upon which all theix 
interest centred. In the middle of a broad bed of 
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sand near the stream, some men were already piling 
logs of wood into a square mass, and pouring oil on 
them ; fixing tall poles at the sides, and hanging gar- 
lands of flowers and wreaths of leaves to them. The 
pile was large, and would soon be completed for the 
sacrifice. 

Vyas Shastree rode to the spot, and inquired of the 
men — they were Bramhun priests — ^for whom the pre- 
parations were being made. They did not know they 
said, — it was a state matter. When the Sutee came 
there to die, she would be seen. Meanwhile she was 
at Vishnu Pundit's house, and he might go and see 
her, and worship her, as others were doing. 

At Vishnu Pundit's house ! The place to which 
he. was going ! Certainly, then, he should see the 
woman, whoever she might be, that was to be burned. 
" Had her husband died, then, last night ?" he asked. 
If he had, the Pundit's house must be impure, and he 
must look elsewhere for lodgings. 

" No ; the Sutee was in pursuance of a vow," they 
said, — " not an ordinary one, and an eflSgy would be 
burned with her." 

The Shastree was puzzled, and rode on, musing 
much at the strangeness of the act, and unable to 
account for it satisfactorily. Such sacrifices, from such 
motives, were no doubt meritorious, but they were un- 
common. 

He was not far distant now from their destination, 
and, joining Anunda, who, riding a stout ambling 
pony, was forcing her way through the crowd, followed 



i 



220 TAEA: 

by the litter in which sat Eadha, he bade her come on 
leisurely, and himself urged his horse forward as 
quickly as the crowded streets would allow, to his 
friend's house. Vishnu Pundit himself was standing 
at the door of the outer court opening into the street, 
across which some men were tying garlands of green 
leaves and flowers. Seeing the Shastree advancing, he 
came to him, and, assisting him to dismount, embraced 
him warmly. 

" I received your note," he said ; " but I have had 
no time to reply to it. I have no room for you, old 
friend, owing to the Sutee whom the Maharaja has 
sent to me — that is, not till to-morrow ; but meanwhile 
my neighbour the Josee gives you one of the courts of 
his house. Take the ladies there,'* he added to an 
attendant, " as they arrive. But do you, Vyas Shas- 
tree, come with me. I must speak with you alone. 
Ah, we had mourned you dead — ^yet how wonderful it 
is that you are here, and to-day, too ! Come, I have 
much to say to you that is strange— most strange." 

The Shastree followed him curiously into an inner 
court — one like that in his own house at Tooljapoor, 
where he taught his pupils. Numbers of people were 
pressing through the outer court, bearing ofierings for 
worship ; but in the place they went to, they were 
alone, and the Pundit closed the door. 

" Vyas Shastree," he said, looking at him intently 
as they sat down, and speaking with irrepressible con- 
cern and grief in his voice, " friend ! dear old 
friend ! I have dark news for thee to-day. Alas ! and 
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woe to me that I have to tell it ! Hast thou a daughter 
named Tara?" 

" I have come to seek her — followed her thus far — 
what of her?" replied the Shastree, sickening with 
apprehension — " what of her ? " 

" She was a priestess of Toolja Mata at Tooljapoor, 
was she not?" asked the Pundit. 

" She was so, friend, and the Mahomedaus carried 
her off. But they spared her honour ! say they 
spared her honour!" he exclaimed piteously, and 
stretching forth his hands. 

" She was an honoured guest with them, friend, and 

would that how shall I say the rest?" he 

thought, — "how explain this misery? Alas, what 
evil fate hath sent him to-day ! " 

" Thou art keeping something from me," said the 
Shastree, striving to be calm. "If — if Tara — my 
daughter — ^What is it, friend? we have suffered 
much suspense, much anxiety : — for her sake have 
taken this weary journey; and we hoped to have found 
her here among friends, perhaps with thee. What hast 
thou to say of her? Did they not give her up, as we 
heard they would ? Have — they " 

" Yes, she is here," returned the Pundit hesitatingly, 
and turning away his head in a vain attempt to re- 
press his tears. " She — she — is a widow, is she not ? " 
he asked. 

Then the truth flashed upon the wretched father 
with fearful rapidity. That crowd of people ; that 
hideous pile of logs : the preparations and rejoicing 
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were for her death — ^for Tara's, and after all he was too 
late to save her ! 0, if he had only hurried on, — ^if he 
had only left home sooner ! But thought now had no 
definite form. It was a confused and conflicting chalos, 
utterly uncontrollable. " Where have ye put her ? " he 
asked, in a low husky voice, as, with a sickening pres- 
sure at his heart, his features assumed the haggard ex- 
pression of weary age. 

" Friend," said the Pundit, passing his arm around 
him and trying to raise him up, " come and see. Such 
poor honour as we can do to her on earth while she is 
with us, we have already done and will continue. Come 
and see. Arise ! If thou art a true Bramhun, hear 
this, like a God on earth as thou art, and believe it for 
her eternal glory. How few are chosen for this sacri- 
fice ! true jewels only are they — ^pure gold, to be puri- 
fied in the fire ! " 

" In the fire," he echoed dreamily — rising, and sup- 
porting himself against a pillar in the room with 
a hopeless gesture of despair — " in the fire ! — I 
tell thee, Vishnu Punt," he added presently, "it 
cannot be : who has wrought this cruelty upon her ? 
Who has done it? Of her own act and wiU it could 
not have been ; but if the council have dared to— 
to ^" 

" She thought you dead — ^you, her mother, and your 
new wife," replied the Pundit, interrupting him. " She 
was suffering hopeless persecution and insult, and in 
the temple at Pertabgurh she stood before the Mother's 
image, and declared herself Sutee before the Bram- 
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huns. Could we recall the words ? I was present. Had 
it been my own daughter I had been thankful. 
Shastree ! it was her glory I " 

Vyas Shastree could not reply. " Let me see her 
and hear it from her own lips," was all he could utter 
at all intelligibly. 

" Certainly, if thou wilt," replied the Pundit ; " she 
is ready to go even now, but the hour is not come. 
And yet, Vyas Shastree, beware ; would it not be 
better she believed you all dead, and so died happily 
looking for you, than, seeing you alive, be shaken in 
her determination ? Will not the love of life come out 
of this, and rise defiant to all convictions ? Alas ! alas ! 
my friend, it is^ not for me to come between your love 
and her mother's and that poor child ; but beware ! 
she cannot retract now and live, otherwise than in 
dishonour and infamy; and hereafter you will cry in 
agony to the Goddess Mother, she had better have died 
— ^and will be guilty of sin in having shaken her faith 
if she live. Did you refuse when she was called 
before? " 

The Shastree groaned, and his breath came as it were 
in broken gasps. He was trembling violently. " I — 
I — must see her," he said. "Let her decide;" and 
unable to stand, he again sat down. 

" Drink some water, Vyas Shastree ; it will refresh 
you," said the Pundit, bringing a vessel full from the 
end of the apartment. 

" No, no, friend," he replied, putting it away, " I 
will not eat or drink till this is past, if it is to be. Let 
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US go. I am BO less a Bramhun than thyself. If 
the Mother whom she serves has spoken to her, it is 
well — she will go to her. My child ! my child ! " 
cried the miserable man in his agony. " Mother, 
what hath she done for this to come to her — she, so 
pure, to need the sacrifice of fire ! Toolja Mata, was 
it needed ? Come, Shastree, I am ready now,'* he con- 
tinued, after a pause. " Do not delay." 

The Pundit said nothing. He again passed his arm 
round his friend to support him, and, leading him to a 
door in the further end of the room, opened it. A small 
court intervened between the place where they stood 
and a larger one beyond, the door of which was open, 
and showed a crowd of people, mostly women, strug- 
gling to approach some object beyond. All had gar- 
lands of flowers in their hands, and vessels wherewith 
to pour libations. Suddenly, there was a shrill piercing 
scream ; and the crowd swayed to and fro, retreating 
backwards before some priests who were putting the 
people out. 

"What can have happened?" cried the Pundit, 
hastening on. " Come quickly." 

Vyas Shastree felt instinctively that Anunda had 
seen Tara, and he rapidly followed his friend. As he 
entered the next court, he saw at a glance all he 
yearned for— all that he most dreaded to see. 

A bower as it were, of trellis-work, had been fitted 
up in the large apartment of the Pundit's house which 
was raised slightly from the ground, and it was covered 
with heavy garlands of green leaves and flowers, as 
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though for a bridal. In the narrow doorway of this 
bower stood a slight female figure, richly dressed in a 
bright crimson silk dress, striving to put away the arm 
of a Bramhun priest, — who was preventing her from 
stepping forth, — and struggling with him. The face 
was full of horror and misery, and the eyes flashing 
with excitement and despair. Before her, without, lay 
an elderly woman senseless on the ground, supported 
by a girl and several other women who were weeping 
bitterly. Tara, Anunda, Eadha ! — how had they met ? 
Alone, he could have met Tara firmly, but with them ? 
Not now, however, did the Shastree's heart fail : no 
matter what followed, honour or dishonour, he would 
not leave his child. Darting forward past the Pun- 
dit, pushing aside some women, who, screaming sense- 
lessly, would not be put out, — Vyas Shastree leaped 
upon the basement of the room, and, dragging away 
the Bramhun priest, stood by his child. " Tara, my 
life ! my child ! " he cried passionately, " come forth, 
come to us ! " 

It was the efibrt of an instant only, for the attendant 
priests had seized him and drawn him back forcibly, 
while they held him up. " Thou canst not touch her 
now without defilement," one said, who knew him. 
" She is Sutee, Vyas Shastree, and pure from thy 
touch, even ; she is bathed and dressed for the 
sacrifice." 

" Tara, Tara ! " gasped the unhappy man, not heed- 
ing the words. " Tara, come forth — come ; I, thy 
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father, call thee! my child, do not delay; come, 
we will go away — far away, to the Mother " 

To the Mother ! Perhaps if he had not said this, 
Tara would have been unable to repress those last 
fearful yearnings to life which tore her heart ; but the 
echo fell on her own spirit heavily and irrepressively. 
To the Mother! Yes, in her great misery, all she 
could see in her mental agony — what she saw in the 
temple at Pertabgurh, — all that she had dwelt upon 
since, — were the glowing ruby eyes of the Mother far 
away at Tooljapoor, glittering, as she thought, in glad 
anticipation of her coming. The same Bramhun priest 
who was preventing her egress when her mother ap- 
peared, had again crossed his arms before the door. 
As she saw her father advance, Tara staggered back 
affrighted ; it was as though he had risen from the 
dead; and at his despairing cry the girl could not 
have restrained herself, had not the echo of his last 
words fallen on a heart which, though wellnigh dead 
to life, had rallied for a while to its purest affections ; 
— but only for a while. 

" Thou canst not move hence," said the Bramhun 
priest. " Cry ' Jey Toolja ! Jey Kalee ! ' Tara ! thou 
wilt not now deny the Mother !— all else is dead to 
thee." 

No, she could not deny her now — she would not. 
With that strange light in her eyes — that seemingly 
supernatural force in her actions, which the people 
thought the emanation of divinity, Tara's spirit was 
rallied by the priest's words. " Jey Toolja Mata ! " she 
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cried, stretching her arms into the air ; "I am true, 
Mother ! I am true ; and even these shall not keep 
me from thee now ! " 

Strange enthusiasm ! stranger fortitude, which, hav- 
ing no terror of a horrible death, has carried on its 
votaries even to the flames with a constancy and devo- 
tion worthy of a nobler fate ! In other cases, earthly 
love — the desire to free a beloved object from the pains 
of sufiering for life's errors, and insure final and per- 
fect rest to its immortal spirit — or a gratification of 
the all-absorbing grief which looks on present death 
as the only remedy for despairing sorrow — might exist ; 
but here was no such incentive. The spiritual portion 
of the girl's nature was alone concerned in the ques- 
tion ; and that, once excited by position and circum- 
stance, had insured a more perfect observance of her 
vow than earthly passion. 

A strange enthusiasm indeed ! Ah yes, — ^from the 
period to which we can trace it in a dim legendary 
superstition of the past, through the two thousand 
years since the Greek philosopher stood on the banks 
of Indus and Ganges and recorded it, to the time when 
it was made to cease under the stem power of a purer 
creed — how many Jiave died, alike self-devoted, alike 
calm, alike fearless ! Women with ordinary affections, 
ordinary habits of life, suddenly lifted up into a sub- 
limity of position, — even to death, — by an influence 
they were unable to repress or control — barbarous and 
superstitious if you will, but, sublime. 

Tara had conquered. Her father hung upon her 
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words with an absorbing reverential fear, as the last 
sound of them died away and was drowned in the 
shouts of " Jey Toolja Mata !" which burst from the 
Bramhuns around, and were taken up by the people 
without, whose frantic efforts to gain entrance were 
redoubled. He had heard her doom from her own 
lips, and, believing in the inspiration which prompted 
them, his head fell on his bosom ; then the men, feeliug 
his frame relax, let him go, and he fell prostrate before 
his child, and worshipped her. 

They had removed Anunda into an inner room, and 
her senses had rallied under the care paid to her. As 
he rose with a despairing gesture, and turned away 
from his child, the Shastree sought Anunda. " There 
is no hope," he said, "vrife — none. It is her own act, 
and the Mother takes her. She is doomed, and I saw 
it in her eyes. It is enough that we have come to see 
it ; she is already gone far beyond us, and we dare not 
recall her." 

He closed the door, and within were Eadha, Anunda, 
and himself. What he said to them — how he con- 
soled them, no one ever knew ; but after a while they 
came forth, bathed and purified themselves, and went 
and sat silently near their daughtef. 

Now, they looked at her calm, glorious beauty as 
she sat within the bower, decked for the sacrifice, with 
heavy wreaths of jessamine flowers about her head, 
and rich golden ornaments about her person, — their 
faith, cruel as it was, bid them rejoice. No more con- 
tumely now, no more reproach, no more sin, no more 
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persecution. Her little history was told them by 
Vishnu Pundit, and believed. Tara was pure, and if 
the Mother had called her — even through the fire — she 
must go. 

So they sat listening to her, as she recited those 
passages from the Holy Books which her father loved, 
relative to humble and yet glorious martyrs like her- 
self, — men and women who had undergone the trial, 
and were at last free. Sometimes she spoke to them 
calmly — told them how she wished her ornaments to 
be disposed of— what charitable donations were to be 
given in her name — what messages were to be delivered 
to her friends, and the servants who had tended her ; 
but she never spoke of the past, nor alluded to her 
parents, as though she had believed them dead. She 
never mentioned Afzool Ehan or his family ; she shed 
no tear, nor did any human weakness appear to mingle 
with the rapt devotion which it was evident filled her 
mind, and absorbed every other faculty. 

So they sat — the girl within, the father and mother 
and Eadha without, the bower — their eyes blinded by 
tears, their voices choked with sobs. Tara bid them 
not to weep ; but that emotion could not be denied. 
No one dared to intrude upon that last terrible sever- 
ing of earthly ties. And so the priests chanted, and 
the shadows fell eastwards, and lengthened. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

Aftee a while, they heard the sound of drums and 
cymbals, and of the rude Mahratta pipes, advancing 
up the street, playing a wailing, mournful air, and the 
musicians stopped at the door of the outer court. The 
people within fell back, and made a lane of egress, and 
Tara rose and came forth from the bower. Once she 
prostrated herself before her father and mother, and 
those with her saw a shiver — whether of grief, despair, 
or terror, who could say — ^pass through her body ; but 
she recovered herself quickly, and as she stood on the 
upper step of the basement, she asked for flowers, and, 
throwing handfuls among the crowd, descended the 
steps into the court. 

Then slowly on through the people, who worshipped 
her as she passed; and out of the court into the street, 
where an open litter, such a one as she had sat in 
when they made her a priestess of the temple at Tool- 
japoor, awaited her. Carried in this, as in a triumphant 
procession, and with baskets full of flowers before her, 
she threw them among the crowd. As she proceeded 
through the streets, shouts from the people around her. 
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and from those on house-tops, trees, and terraces, were 
redoubled; many women shrieked, and most prayed 
aloud for the Sutee. The clash of the music increased, 
and the march played, was one of victory ; while com- 
panies of Bramhims, bare-headed, joined the procession, 
singing and chanting the hymns of death. So, on 
through the town, past the holy temples, and into the 
river bed, where thousands awaited her, and set up a 
hoarse shouting as they saw her first. What was the 
first honour of life as a priestess, to this glory of its 
death ? 

She reached the pile, now covered with fluttering 
pennons, and streamers, — orange, white, and crimson, 
— ^and thousands of garlands, which the people had 
hung or thrown upon it as votive oflFerings since the 
morning, — and the litter was set down for her to alight. 
It was with diflSculty the crowd was kept back so as 
to form a space round the pile which would admit of 
her passing in procession ; but it was cleared at last by 
the Bramhuns, and the people hung back awestruck 
and staring at the beauty of the victim. 

Tara looked at the pile ; but there was that strange 
ecstasy glowing in her eyes which appeared to have 
rendered her unconscious of its purport, or of all else 
about her. Sometimes she cast up her eyes with a 
strange bright smile, and nodded as if she were saying, 
as perhaps she did, "I come, I come." Again she 
looked round her dreamily. The roar of the people's 
voices, the clash of cymbals, the shrill screams of the 
pipes and horns, the hoarse braying of trumpets, and 
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the continuous beating of deep-toned drums, were 
around her, drowning the sound of words, and the 
bitter sobs and low shrieks of her mother and Eadha 
at her side. Her father's spirit seemed to have risen 
to the need of the occasion, for he stood near her, join- 
ing the solemn chant, which blended with, and soft- 
ened, the rude music. 

As she stood, the Bramhuns worshipped her, and 
poured libations before her and on her feet, touched 
her forehead with sacred colour, and put fresh garlands 
over her neck. Then the last procession was formed, 
in which she would walk round the pile thrice, and 
ascend it, as her last act of ceremonial observance. 
Now, and before she had to take oflf her ornaments, 
she turned her full gaze on it, and they thought, who 
were watching her, that she seemed to comprehend its 
purpose. A huge platform of logs, black with oil 
and grease that had been poured upon them, strewed 
with camphor and frankincense, which had been scat- 
tered lavishly by the people in their votive offerings, 
and smeared with red powder. A rude step had been 
made for Tara to ascend by, and on the summit some 
bright cloths were laid as a bed, where she might re- 
cline, upon which a small eflSgy of a man, rudely con- 
ceived and dressed, had been placed. Her marriage- 
bed in the spiritual sense of the sacrifice, on which, 
through fire, she would be united to her husband. 
The whole was garish, hideous, and crueL Face to face 
with death so horrible, so imminent, the girl seemed 
to shiver and gasp suddenly, and sank down swooning. 
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Vishnu Pundit, and another old Bramhun, raised her 
up. " It must not be," they said to each other in a 
whisper ; "she must not fail now, else shame will come 
upon us." 

Moro Trimmul was near her also, and had been one 
to seize her mechanically as she was falling. To him 
the scene was like some mocking phantasy, which held 
him enthralled, while it urged him to action. Since 
he had murdered Gunga, his evU spirit had known no 
rest ; no sleep had come to him, except in snatches 
more horrible than the reality of waking. Again and 
agaiii he had felt the rush of the girPs warm blood 
upon his hands, and the senseless body falling from his 
arms into the black void of air, to be no more seen or 
heard— and had started up in abject fear. Day or 
night, it was the same ; — the short struggle, the frantic 
efforts of the girl for life, his own maddened exertions 
to destroy her, were being acted over and over again. 
Every moment of his life was full of them ; and nothing 
else, do what he might, go where he would, came in- 
stead. He had eaten opium in large quantities, but 
it only made the reality of this hideous vision more 
palpable, and exaggerated all its details. He had 
busied himself deeply in the arrangements consequent 
upon the victory and the distribution of plunder, but 
with no effect. Haunted by Gunga's murder on the 
one hand, by Tara's determination to die as Sutee on 
the other, the remonstrances of Maloosray and other 
friends only irritated him the more. They had en- 
deavoured to restrain him from going to Wye to see 
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her burned, but with no result — ^he had broken from 
them and ridden over alone that morning. 

Soon after he arrived, he heard that Vyas Shastree 
and his sister were already there, and he had sought her, 
and in his former desperate manner, threatened and 
persuaded in turn. It might be that, having experi- 
ence of these threats, Badha no longer feared them, or 
that the position she now occupied was so utterly hope- 
less as regarded Tara, that even he must see that it 
was useless to persecute her further. As a last resource, 
he had proposed to some of his own men, desperate 
and licentious as himself, to attack the procession, and 
carry Tara away; but, hardened as they were, the 
sacrilege of violently abducting a Sutee, was an im- 
possible crime against their faith, and his proposal 
had been rejected. 

He was there, therefore, alone. He had bathed and 
performed the needful ceremonies with the other 
Bramhuns, and the thought that he should at least see 
Tara die, came, for the time, like sweet revenge into 
his heart, feeding his evil passions and sustaining them. 
Devils both, Tara and Gunga, witches and sorceresses. 
What matter if both died horrible deaths ? it was the 
penalty of their crimes ; and in such thoughts a mo- 
mentary consolation was offered by the mocking fiend 
at his heart, to be whirled away to the chaos of de- 
spair, in which Gunga seemed writhing in her blood, 
and Tara tossing her arms in the agony of the fire. 

Thus he bad walked with her, almost beside her, 
from the house, through the streets, to the pile by the 
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river -side. In the litter, smTOunded by chanting 
priests, she was unapproachable ; but, sinking to the 
earth helplessly before him, she seemed once more 
fftted to be his prey. 

" Tara, Tara," he whispered quickly and shaiply in 
her ear, as, helping her to rise, he passed his arm nnder 
her. "Come, beloved! save thyself, even now — 
even now. I can do it. Come, beloved ! " 

The words and his hot breath on her cheek roused 
the girl more completely than aught else could have 
done. She did not speak, but she arose, strong and 
.defiant, and, shaking him oflF, pushed him away so 
violently from her that he staggered and fell back- 
wards. 

For some time past, a body of horsemen, with their 
faces tied up, after the fashion of Mahratta cavaliers, 
the housings of their horses weather-stained, and their 
arms rusty and unpolished, had moved about the bed 
of the river and the bank beyond, and as the proces- 
sion advanced to the pile, pressed on nearer to the 
crowd. It might be a hundred^men or more ; and the 
leader, who was a Mahratta, spoke cheerfully to the 
people who addressed him, and told them of his pur- 
suit of the Mahomedans, and the raid they had done 
into the Beejapoor country, from which they were only 
now returning in time to see the show before they 
went home to the fort. 

Our old friend Bulwunt Eao had become spokesman 
and ostensible leader ; and the hunchback rode with 
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him, and bandied words with the bystanders freely 
but in good humour. With them, too, was Fazil 
Khan, who joined heartily in the rough jokes which 
were passing — many, at his own expense of ragged 
clothes, rusty arms, and gaunt features ; and thus the 
band pressed on to the very skirts of the crowd, as 
if to see the Sutee, but actually to take up the posi- 
tion necessary for their adventure. Duriug the day 
they had passed several bodies of Mahratta horse, 
but had been taken for a similar party, and had as 
yet been unchallenged ; and in the crowd, their bold 
confident demeanour, and the ready replies given to 
all questions, with the certainty among the people 
that every Mahomedan soldier had perished at Pertab- 
gurh, or was a prisoner, prevented any suspicion of 
their real character. 

Bulwunt Eao had seen Sutee rites before. They 
had watched the procession issue from the town, and 
he knew Tara would alight from the litter when she 
arrived at the pile. As she did so — as the litter was 
carried aside, and before the procession around the 
pile was formed — they had determined to ride in upon 
the crowd and bear her away. They had no fear of 
the result ; there was not a doubt among them. They 
knew that every horseman in the town would be pre- 
sent there, unarmed and on foot, and that miles would 
be passed by them ere pursuit could be made. Their 
old hiding-place was not known, and beyond was 
open country ; and if a long ride by night, what fear ? 
— the horses were fresh and well fed. 
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"Be ready, Meab," said Bulwunt Eao, in a low 
voice. " See, they are clearing a space around the 
pile for her to walk. Holy Krishna ! how beautiful 
she is ! ' Jey Kalee ! Jey Toolja Mata ! ' " he shouted 
with the crowd. Then turning to the hunchback, he 
bade him go round the rear of the party and see they 
all kept together. "As one man, Lukshmun, when they 
hear our shout, let them follow." 

So they advanced nearer and nearer, and the crowd 
on foot, unable to resist the pressure of the horses, gave 
way before them. The sword of every man was loos- 
ened in its sheath, and a few of the rear men, who had 
matchlocks with lighted matches slung over their backs, 
unslung them, and held them on their saddlebows 
ready for use. If any one had noticed Fazil Khan, they 
would have seen him smoothing a cushion, as it were, 
of cloths upon the pommel of his saddle, while he 
wakened his horse with an occasional touch of his leg, 
and kept him excited for a sudden rush. 

He moved up close to Bulwunt Eao. " If I fall, 
dear friend, in this," he said, " tell them how it was, 
and take the men to them. Do not wait for me ; let 
thena do with me as they list." 

Bulwunt Eao smiled. " Fear not, Meah," he replied. 
" Eide thou in to her, and trust to us for the rest." 

Fazil's teeth were hard set, and his heart throbbed 
quick ; but he was calm and cooL It was no time for 
chance work, and there must not be any mistake now. 
He felt his sword was loose in the sheath, and smiled 
to himself The men had orders not to strike unarmed 
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people ; but if any resisted, there would be some re- 
venge for Pertabgurh he thought, and, looking round, 
saw the rough faces of his followers in thick array be- 
hind him, holding in their horses as though for a race. 

They saw Tara alight. Fazil was not a stone's-throw 
distant, and perhaps she might see him, but she did 
not. He was not in her thoughts now ; the agony of 
relinquishing him had passed from her in the despair 
of life long ago. They saw her suddenly sink down, 
and Vishnu Punt and Moro Trimmul stoop to raise 
her up. 

"Bismilla! Futteh-i-nubbee !" cried the young 
Khan, as, pressing his horse's flanks, the animal 
bounded forward. " Bismilla, brothers, Ya Alia ! Ta 
Alia!" 

" Ya Alia! Ya Alia!'' shouted the rest behind, as 
they too gave their horses the rein, and all dashed 
forward furiously. 

Some men with poles and sticks struck at Fazil, 
Bulwunt, and Lukshmun, as they came on first, but 
none there had arms. It was as Tara, watching the 
eflFect of her effort against Moro Trinamul, stood apart, 
with flashing eyes and heaving bosom — belonging for 
the moment to the world she had abjured — that the 
hoarse shout of the horsemen fell upon her ear. She 
looked at them for a moment ; she saw people go down 
before them, trampled shrieking, under foot, and the 
weapons flashing in the sunlight. Then two men 
stopped for an instant — she was between them : both 
stooped towards her at the same moment, and one 
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threw himself off his horse, and lifted her to the other's 
saddle. 

As it was done, a man sprang at Fazil's horse's 
bridle, with a frantic execration, caught it, and jerked 
it violently. The noble beast, urged on — ^for Fazil saw 
the danger — partly reared, but was held down by the 
bridle ; else it had fared ill perhaps with the young 
man — for Tara was not sensible now, and he could 
only hold her up with difficulty — had not Lukshmun 
been nigh. 

" I never kill Bramhuns," he said through his teeth, 
"but thou art a devil;'' and he struck at Moro Trimmul's 
bare neck with all his force. As the wretched man 
sank to the earth under the terrible wound, the hunch- 
back sprang to his horse, clambered upon it like a cat, 
and flourishing his bloody sword, though he struck no 
one, rode by Fazil' s side onwards, unharmed. 

No one opposed them ; the action was too sudden 
and too desperate. The crowd, also, was not so thick 
towards the river, and gave way before them ; and, 
dashing through the shallow ford, the horses throwing 
up the bright water in a cloud of sparkling drops, 
they galloped up the bank, and even then, were be- 
yond pursuit. A few of the matchlock-men, firing 
their pieces over the heads of the crowd beyond, shook 
them in defiance, as they turned to ride after their 
party ; and a few shots in return, the balls of which 
sang shrilly in the air over their heads, were fired after 
them by people in the throng with harmless effect. 

It was long ere the party drew rein, and no one spoke. 
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Taxa lay easily, supported on the cushion by Fazil's 
arms, and he watched anxiously for signs of returning 
consciousness. It came at last, as he felt her cling to 
him, and she looked up to his face, as they crossed a 
small streamlet leisurely, with a pleading look which 
could not be mistaken. 

" Ah, fear not," he said ; " fear not, beloved ! Thou 
art safe now ; and that hideous pageant is far behind. 
Didst thou think, Tara, I would leave thee to die that 
frightful death without an effort ?" 

The beauteous eyes opened again, and closed softly 
as the tears welled from them. The rapt glittering 
expression of religious enthusiasm had passed away, 
and left the world coming back fast into them, with 
all its tender interests and love, a thousandfold more 
powerful than before. 

That night, another pile was lighted by the river-side, 
and a corpse, never removed from the spot where it 
fell, was burned upon it ; but the pile of the Sutee 
remained, grim and black, and the garlands of flowers 
had withered in the next day's sun ere it was dis- 
mantled. 

There were a thousand rumours current in the town 
for some days as to who could have done so bold a 
deed, but no one guessed the truth. Had Moro Trimmul 
lived, he could have told ; but he had never spoken 
after the hunchback's sturdy death-blow. So the 
people believed that some of the starving Beejapoor 
cavalry, wandering about, had determined to attack 
the people collected for the Sutee, and plunder them of 
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what they could ; and that the rich ornaments which 
the Sutee herself had worn attracted their attention, 
and they had carried her oflf for them. 

Some days afterwards, too, near a spot where the 
fugitives had rested for a while, the remains of a 
young woman, so much torn by wild beasts as to be 
unrecognisable, with some shreds of silken garments 
about them, were found by the village people. It was 
clear that a murder had been done, and the circum- 
stances under which Tara had disappeared, rendered it 
probable that these remains were hers. So they were 
taken into Wye : and the miserable parents, believing 
them to be their daughter's, had them burned by the 
river-side in all honour and respect, and thenceforth 
believed her dead. They did not leave Wye immedi- 
ately. The excitement and fatigue had exhausted the 
Shastree, who required rest ; and the ceremonies con- 
sequent on Tara's death, and necessary purification, 
occupied some days ; so Vishnu Pundit's persuasions 
prevailed, and they remained with him. 
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CHAPTEK XXIV. 

KmJNDOJEE Kakbey performed his promise faithfully. 
By secret mountain paths known to few, and through 
the dense forests of the tract which lies between Per- 
tabgurh and Kurrar, on the right bank of the Krishna, 
the Mahratta guided his charge safely, and with as 
much comfort as the nature of the journey would 
admit of. The two women maintained their disguise 
of peasants, and Zyna's ability to speak Mahratta, as 
well as Lurlee's to speak Canarese, assisted in aiding the 
deception. By night Kakrey sought shelter of villages 
where he seemed to be well known, for a decent house 
was always ready for them to sleep in, the best deli- 
cacies of country farmhouses cooked for them: and 
frequently, not only the matron of the house, but other 
women of the village, attended to bathe them, and 
otherwise minister to their comfort. 

But for all this, those days were remembered as a 
time of bitter grief and sore trial ; the more diflBcult 
for Zyna to endure, because Lurlee could not be 
brought to believe that her husband was dead, and pre- 



TAKA: A MAHRATTA TALE. 243 

served throughout, a demeanour of hope, if not, indeed, 
of actual joy. " No one saw him die,'' she would say, 
" his body was not buried by them. They dare not say 
he is dead, and I will hear no more of it. When we 
are at Kurrar he will return, and we will go home to- 
gether." Again and again, too, were the astrological dia- 
grams consulted : but the lady was unable to find any 
error in them, and for the present they were to her far 
more conclusive than the report she had heard from 
Fazil, and it was a happy thing for her, perhaps, that 
the delusion lasted even as far as the town to which 
they were journeying. 

With Zyna, however, there was no delusion. She 
had at once believed her brother's report. Kakrey, 
too, had told her that there was no hope of herfather's 
existence. Of Tara's fate he knew nothing. Mourn- 
ing for him, therefore, and in miserable anxiety about 
her brother, Zyna had had to endure a twofold trial, 
which her naturally buoyant disposition and innate 
piety only, enabled her to sustain. Possibly, too, had 
she remained in one place it would have been more 
severe ; but, the daily movement — in a manner before 
unexperienced by her — the sense of freedom from re- 
straint in the wild couptry they traversed, the J)eautiful 
and, to her, wonderful mountains, forests, and natural 
objects of all kinds, which, brought up as she had 
been in the seclusion of a zenana, she had had no 
chance of seeing before — served to divert her mind 
from the terrible reality of her loss, to fill it with 
hope, and to render the sense of danger they incurred 
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in their escape to be blunted by the excitement of per- 
petual change. 

Of the servants who had escaped with them, and 
who joined FaziFs party, (Joolab alone remained to 
attend the ladies by permission of their guide. She 
had been divested of every particle of Mahomedan 
attire, and, dressed in a coarse Mahratta saree, with a 
dab of red colour smeared on her forehead, and mounted 
upon a small ambling bullock, passed readily for a Mah- 
ratta farmer's wife. In this ride, the old woman was 
in her element; now guiding the docile animal she 
rode, beside Lurlee, now beside Zyna, cheering them on 
when they were fatigued, and often dismounting and 
supporting them in places where the ponies hesitated 
and had to be carefully led. Unless near a mountain 
village, their guide, Kakrey, seldom approached them ; 
he was generally in advance with some of his men, 
while others remained behind, guarding the rear. 
When in motion, the party was made to resemble, as 
far as possible, the appearance of people journeying 
upon a pilgrimage, and small orange flags, carried 
by several of the men, and fastened to the pommels 
of the women's saddles, assisted and maintained the 
deception. 

It was on the afternoon of the fourth day that, 
emerging from a rugged pass in the mountains, they 
saw below them part of the wide plain of the Dekhan, 
the blue waters of the Krishna river sparkling in the 
sun, and the town, which they had hitherto only hoped 
to reach. Great numbers of white tents were pitched 
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upon the plain near the fort, showing the presence of 
a considerable force, and the royal standard fluttered 
lazily in the evening breeze from its highest tower. 
It was a pleasant scene of quiet soft beauty, and 
seemed a true resting-place for the now weary and 
almost exhausted travellers. The last march had been 
a longer one than usual; for some of the way they had 
passed through village lands, in^ regard to the people 
of which Kakrey was not without apprehension : the 
country was becoming more open, and the danger of 
detection greater ; nevertheless, he had guided them 
safely and truly, as he had promised. 

It had been no easy matter to sustain the lady 
Lurlee that afternoon. All the confidence she had 
displayed hitherto, false as it was, seemed to htfve sud- 
denly deserted her as she drew nigh to her destination ; 
and while they rested during the hottest part of the 
day, under some cool shade by the side of a rivulet, 
Zyna saw that the old diagrams were laid aside for 
once with a heavy sigh, and seemed to afford no com- 
fort. She thought the evident weariness might be 
the result of a longer and rougher ride than usual, 
and tried to soothe Lurlee. "Only a few cose 
more, mother," she said, "and we are safe with 
our own people : do not fail now, when the end is 
so near ! " 

" It matters not — what is the use of it ? " replied 
Lurlee — "who will care for us, now they are gone 
from us?" 

"The Blessed Alia, and the Prophet, and the 
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saints," answered Zyna devoutly, " and there is Fazil 
too " 

" He could not love me, now that Tara is not with 
me," returned Lurlee, interrupting Zyna. 

"Tara, mother?" 

"Yes, his soul will be gone away to her and to his 
father, Zyna. He is dead," replied Lurlee sighing. 
"I know it now. All day long the old man's face 
has been before me, gashed and bloody, and I think," 
she said, passing her hand across her eyes, "that I 
am not deceived now — no, not now." 

"We shall know the best or worst soon, mother; but 
Fazil could not have been deceived," replied Zyna. 

" And thou hast not wept, Zyna ! hard heart ! 
Wfis he nothing to thee ? It is the old who cannot 
weep — the old like me." 

Zyna*s tears were falling fast, but she checked 
them. " I would not grieve thee mother, need- 
lessly," she said ; " when Fazil comes, he will tell us 
all.'* 

" If I could see her, the daughter the good AUa gave 
me, Zyna — ^the girl who softened my heart, — and give 
her to him — ^it would be enough ! but they took her 
away, and she, too, is dead ! Once," she continued 
mysteriously, after a pause, and catching Zyria's arm — 
" once since we were out in these wilds, she came to 
me in a dream, and mocked me. She said she was 
going to die, and go to her Mother, but she would come 
to see me first. Ah, she was very beautiful, Zyna, and 
smiled lovingly upon me in her old way. Now, when 
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she said that, it must have been near morning, when 
we were asleep in the village where they gave us milk 
to drink, and about the third watch of the night ; but 
I cannot understand what planet ruled the hour. Ah 
me ! I used once to do so, but the more I look at the- 
tables now, the more I fail/' 

"Trust in Alia, mother, not in them," replied 
Zyna. 

" I have no trust in them," muttered Lurlee gloomily 
— " none now in anything ; all have failed me, and 
she most of all. Tara ! why didst thou go ? 
my child, my child, whom Alia gave me when I had 
none, and when thy mother died. Alas, why was I 
mocked, Zyna ? why did Alia take him too, who loved 
me, and leave me here ? daughter, this is unjust 
oppression, this " 

" Hush, mother ! else Alia will hear thee, and be 
angry, and the saints too ; and can any one resist fate ? 
mother, be patient !" said Zyna soothingly. "Only 
for their help we had not escaped the slaughter, and 
worse — dishonour; and yet we are here, and our 
friends now are not far oflf." 

" Your friends and Fazil's, girl ! " she returned 
tartly. " I have been of small account enough already 
among ye, and am not likely to improve." 

" Do not speak bitter words, mother, I beseech you," 
cried Zyna entreatingly. "We are your children — 
indeed we are, and will never leave you. If Fazil 
Uves " 

" Peace ! '' rejoined the lady, interrupting her, " do 
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not let falsehood come into thy mouth, girl. Enough 
for me that Tara is not, and thou art." 

Zylia could never reply to Lurlee's caustic speeches, 
least of all under the pressure of their mutual be- 
reavement; and as they sat there they broke forth 
from time to time from her without tear or sob — old 
grievances — old jealousies — old allegations of neglect. 
Matters which Zyna had utterly forgotten, seemed to 
have rushed back on the lady's memory like a flood. 
They were hard to endure ; and yet not so hard, Zyna 
thought, as the false confidence, the fearful mockery 
of truth and reality, which had lasted till then — that 
disbelief in her father's death for which she could not 
account. 

"Ah, if Tara can only be rescued from them, there 
may be some natural revulsion yet," thought the girl ; 
and yet what hope of that ? She could not deceive 
herself into a belief that Tara would be given up, or 
that she could escape from her family ; perhaps, on 
second thoughts, she would not desire it — but if it 
could be so ? And amidst such conflicting thoughts, 
and the endurance of Lurlee's dogged, desperate state 
of mind, the afternoon's journey into Kurrar, though 
the last, was indescribably more miserable than any 
which had preceded it. 

They descended the pass, and were once more on level 
ground. " Hence to Beejapoor," said Goolab cheerily, 
as she was leading Lurlee's pony down the last steep 
descent, *' there are no mountains — a child might ride 
thither without trouble. Keep a good heart, therefore, 
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my Khanum ! trust in Alia, and the Prophet, and 
the blessed Peer Khaderi, and thou wilt see it. I vow 
Fatehas to the shrine, and to feed- " 

" They are liars like thyself," retorted Lurlee savage- 
ly : " Peace, for a prating old fool as thou art ! Did 
not the planets tell me Afzool Khan was alive, and 
now men say he is dead ! After that, can I believe ? 
woman, thou art mad — so keep thy tongue silent !" 

Goolab thought her mistress mad — ^perhaps she was 
so in some degree. Excitement, grief as yet without 
vent, and heavy fatigue in a blazing sun to one un- 
accustomed to exposure, might easily cause temporary 
delirium, and it was with difficulty that she supported 
her mistress upon her pony over the ground which in- 
tervened from the bottom of the pass to the tow;n. 
Shiverings had come on, and it was evident that the 
poor lady might be seriously indisposed. 

Several of Kakrey's Mahratta foot-soldiers, who had 
guarded them, had run on to secure a lodging of some 
kind, and the travellers were met at the town gate by 
one who had returned to wait for the approaching 
party, and he guided them on. Other parties had 
reached the camp from the fatal field, and more were 
still coming in daily, so that the arrival of the travel- 
lers was unnoticed, and from their disguise their per- 
sons and rank were quite unknown. To those who 
saw them pass, they appeared women of the country 
who had made a long journey that day, and were 
utterly wearied ; for Lurlee, closely muffled, was sup- 
ported by Goolab, who walked by her side, with her 
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arm thrown round her waist; and Zyna, even more 
entirely concealed from observation, leaned forward, 
supporting herself on her arm, as if hardly able to 
maintain her place on the saddle. Eakrey and his 
followers had closed round them so as to protect them 
from the jostling of the people in the narrow street 
and crowded bazar of the town, and all cheered the 
ladies by the assui'ance that the house secured for the 
night was a good one, which belonged to a respectable 
Mahomedan merchant, who had given part of it with- 
out hesitation on hearing for whom it was needed. It 
is doubtful, indeed, whether either of them could have 
supported their fatigue much longer.* 



* Khimdojee Kakrey's escort of the ladies of Afeool Khan's 
family to Kurrar became known to Sivaji, and he was tried and 
beheaded for — as it was esteemed — ^the act of treason. — MahraMa 
Chronicle, 



CHAPTEE XXV. 

A FEW steps further on, and Kakrey turned the ponies 
into a side street, and stopped at the handsome gate- 
way of a respectable house. The steps up to the 
entrance being easy, the active mountain animals 
scrambled up them in turn, and their riders were thus 
taken at once into the first court. Then, when the 
gates were closed, Goolab lifted them from their seats ; 
and the men, who had remained without, took posses- 
sion of the guard-room inside the first archway, which, 
while it afforded ample accommodation, enabled them 
to continue their protection to the last. 

Once more in private, and their mufflings removed, 
and as (joolab led Lurlee into the second court, they 
were met by a lady of middle age, who, attended by 
several servants, advanced and saluted them cordially, 
yet with a peculiar reverence. 

" The wife and daughter of Afzool Khan are wel- 
come to our poor house. lady ! why did you not 
advise me of your coming?" 

"Who art thou?" asked Lurlee faintly, "and who 
told thee of us?" 
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" My husband was at his office in the bazar," replied 
the lady, " and some men came asking for shelter for 
noble travellers who were very weary. He asked who 
they were, and was told of you. lady, your steps 
are fortunate, and AUa hath led you here to do us 
honour. Many benefits hath my lord received from 
the noble Khan, and there is much to repay — ^very 
much." 

" Have you hot water for a bath, lady V cried Goolab, 
interrupting her, " and some decent clothes instead of 
these, and some food that noble ladies can eat ? They 
will be better than fine words. Alas ! that for the 
last four days we have eaten dry parched pease, dry 
bread, garlic, and porridge — unblessed food, lady ; 
and my mistress, you see, is ill of it, and talking to her 
won't cure her ! " 

" Fear not," replied the dame smiling ; " we have 
had scant notice, yet we may do something," and she 
was as good as her word. Hot water to bathe with, 
was quickly prepared, and clean refreshing clothes ; 
and the rubbings and kneadings of several young girls 
relieved their weary aching limbs. Soft cushions were 
put down to lie on ; and there was a hospitable, grateful 
hostess ministering to every want. Even Lurlee's 
churlish humour was already softened by the attention 
paid to her; and she remembered, with satisfaction, in 
spite of her late disbelief, that the day was Thursday, 
and that, as she entered the house between five and six 
in the afternoon, the hour was ruled by Mercury, and 
was propitious. 
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About the same time, a body of horsemen — ^there 
might have been from two to three hundred of them — 
were approaching the town from the other side, through 
the camp which spread out irregularly among the fields 
and gardens. Their horses neighed frequently as they 
passed tents where others were picketed, seemingly 
envious of their rest and comfort ; and the appearance 
of the whole party, jaded and wayworn, indicated a 
long weary march in a hot sun that day, which had 
now come to a close. 

As they passed the first tents, the men loitering by 
the wayside asked carelessly who they were, and being 
told, followed them eagerly ; while the news that one 
remnant of the noble host which had been so treach- 
erously destroyed at Purtabgurh had arrived, traversed 
the camp before them. As men of the Paigah of Afzool 
Khan were recognised, many a rough heart swelled, 
many an eye filled with tears, as the horsemen pro- 
ceeded: while crowds followed them, greeting old 
friends who had escaped, or tendering their respectful 
salutations to the young Khan, and congratulating him 
on his escape. 

Bulwunt Kao and the hunchback were in front, 
and as they neared the town urged their horses on. 
" Wait for us at the gate ; we will not be long, and will 
bring the water," cried the latter ; and when Fazil 
reached it, a litter — which had been rudely constructed 
of a bed-frame and stout bamboo poles, covered with 
some coarse sheets — by which he had been riding, 
was set down. The men who had carried it were ex- 
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hausted, and as they placed it on the ground, lay down 
themselves at a little distance; 

Fazil dismounted and approached it. " Tara ! " he 
said, " Tara ! art thou asleep ? We have arrived, and 
there is now no more fatigue or danger. Tara, 
awake!'' 

The girl turned mechanically towards him, but did 
not seem to recognise him ; her eyes were much glazed, 
and her lips cracked and parched. " Water/' she said 
faintly. 

" Alas ! I dare not give it thee, Tara,'' he replied. 
" my life — beloved, look up ! wait but till they 
return, and all will be well ! " 

She shook her head, and a smile, very sad and 
sweet, seemed to pass over her face, but she did not 
speak. Fazil looked out among the people passing to 
and fro ; perhaps there might be a Bramhun among 
them, who could give her a few drops of water to 
moisten her mouth, but he saw none. How wearily 
the time seemed to pass ! With what impatience did 
he watch the gate whence Lukshmun or Bulwunt 
Eao, on their double errand, should return ; and with 
what misery did he look upon the poor girl, lying 
in heavy fever, without the means of relieving her! 
How he longed for his sister or Lurlee ! but it might be 
days ere they arrived, and till then he must trust her 
to strangers. 

It had been a weary day, indeed — ^a day of intense 
anxiety to all who accompanied him. Under the 
excitement of release from imminent death, and in the 
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rapid ride of the afternoon of her rescue, Tara had 
borne the fatigue wonderfully ; and as night set in, 
and they took some hurried rest among the corn-fields 
of a village, Fazil hoped that she would sleep, and 
be refreshed against the morrow ; but it was not 
to be so. During the night the girl began to speak 
incoherently at times, and it was evident that she 
suffered from high fever. Still they must proceed ; 
there was no delaying there. The tracks of his party 
were distinct, and a force of the enemy's horse might 
yet overtake them, and destroy them if they tarried. 

So, after feeding their horses on green corn-stalks, 
and themselves obtaining a rough meal from the green 
heads of com roasted in a fire, they again set forth. 
They had no other food, for they dare not stay to cook 
it, and they had avoided villages as likely to expose 
themselves to collision with the surly people. Once 
or twice, straggling parties of cavalry had been met ; 
but they had passed without notice, and the farther 
they proceeded, the less chance there was of interrup- 
tion. So far all was well ; but Tara grew worse, and 
could no longer sit the horse on which she had been 
placed ; so, in a village which was passed, a litter was 
contrived, a drink of milk obtained, and the party again 
set forward. Finally, they had arrived safely at Kurrar ; 
but Tara now knew no one, she could not be roused to 
speak, and lay moaning piteously, as if in pain. 

" When she gets water it will refresh her," thought 
Fazil, as he sat helplessly by her, praying, in his own 
simple fashion, that God would be good to him and 
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spare her. " Weariness and the terror of death have 
caused this," he said to himself, " and rest alone can 
cure it." 

At last Lukshmun returned with a Bramhun and 
some water, and the man, looking into the litter, shook 
his head hopelessly. 

" She is dying," he said ; " let her be taken out and 
placed on the ground, that her spirit may depart 
easily." 

Fazil flung him away angrily. " She shall not die," 
he cried passionately ; " give her the water — as much as 
she will drink." But it was of little avail, — she scarcely 
swallowed any, and motioned the man away with her 
head impatiently. 

Then came Bulwunt Rao. " I had much ado to find 
the merchant," he said, " and when I did, he told me 
strange guests were already with him, and that he 
could not find room for a Bramhun woman. Never- 
theless he yielded at last, and we are to go. I rode by 
the house. The porch was full of men, so we must seek 
shelter elsewhere. The merchant said he would meet 
you at the door of the house, but he does not yet 
know who you are. I did not tell him. I only said 
you were a nobleman of Beejapoor." 

" And why did you not tell him? " cried Fazil, with 
some impatience ; " he owed my father a thousand 
benefits." 

"So much the better, Meah," returned Bulwunt, 
" and he looks as though he would repay them. Come, 
it is close by.** 
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The bearers again took up the litter and carried 
it on. Fazil accompanied it on foot, holding the 
side ; and at the same door which we have already de- 
scribed, stood a pleasant-looking man, dressed in flow- 
ing Arab robes and a green turban, and several ser- 
vants behind him, — who saluted Fazil courteously as 
he stood aside for the litter to go by. 

" Meer Jemal-oo-deen, if thou art he," said Fazil, 
" will have forgotten one whom he knew long ago." 

"I have forgotten your face," returned the man, 
" yet you are welcome, and the peace of the Prophet 
be upon you. Who are you ? " 

" Fazil, the son of Afzool Khan," was the reply. 

" great joy ! thanks be to Alia ! " cried the man, 
lifting up his hands, " and blessed be the saints and 
the Prophet who have sent thee. Embrace me, and 
come in quickly, for thy mother and sister have also 
been brought to us, and are safe within." 

" Then she will live I they will save her ! " cried the 
young man excitedly. " They will save her ! Meer 
Sahib, where are they ? " 

"Within, in the zenana," replied the merchant. 
" Sorely exhausted, I hear, but already better ; and 
she ? " and he pointed to the litter. 

" No matter, sir," said Fazil advancing ; " all will 
be told you hereafter. She is much to them ; but she 
is grievously shaken, and we lose time. She cannot 
speak, and is burning with fever." 

*' Ah, is it so ? Then let her be carried in," and he 
clapped his hands. " Take that litter within at once," 

VOL. III. R 
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he said to the women who came ; " then see to the lady 
who is in if* 

Four stout women took up the litter, carried it 
into the inner court, and set it down. 

Lurlee and Zyna were lying in an inner room, the 
door of which was open, and from whence the entrance 
to the court could be seen. " What can they be bring- 
ing in ? " said Lurlee, as she saw the end of the strange 
litter entering the door. " A man following, too ! Be- 
gone ! " she screamed violently, hiding her face under 
the sheet ; " begone ! this place is private." 

" Mother/' cried Fazil, who heard her voice but did 
not see her ; " it is I ; and here is Tara. Come, 
Zyna ; where art thou? Come quickly to her." 

delicious joy ! Lurlee, forgetting all her previ- 
ous troubles, sprang from the bed on which she had 
been lying languidly, and Zyna followed ; and they 
fell upon his neck with low whimpering cries, like dogs 
when they have found a lost master. Where was 
fatigue now ? 

Tara ! It was far in the night ere consciousness re- 
turned to her. " No matter, Alia hath sent her again 
to us,'' said Goolab, whose ideas were always of the 
most practical description ; " she is ours now, and we 
will bathe her." And some Bramhun women, who lived 
hard by, came and assisted. So, ere morning broke, 
Tara was Ijring on Lurlee's bosom sobbing gently: 
and, with her loving arms wound round her recovered 
treasure, Zyna was sobbing too. 



CHAPTEE XXVL 

Some three wfieks after the events recorded in the last 
chapter, Zyna and Lurlee were sitting near the foot of 
the bed on which Tara was lying, and two Bramhun 
women — widows, as appeared from their shaven heads 
and coarse serge garments — sat on each side of it. 
One was fanning her gently. The bed was very low, 
hardly a foot from the ground, so that the women 
were seated on the floor, leaning against its frame. 
They had watched all night in pairs by turns, and the 
dawn was just about to break ; but a small lamp, in a 
niche of the wall, threw a faint light over the room 
and the verandah beyond, and fell upon a figure lying 
there, covered in a sheet, which appeared, from its 
measured breathing, to be asleep. All four women 
were weeping silently, and their faces had that worn, 
haggard expression which is consequent upon long 
and continuous watching. 

" When did he say he would come again ? " asked 
Lurlee of one of the women in a whisper. 

" They will both be here at dawn," said tfce woman 
addressed ; " but they said they could do nothing now. 
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unless she rallies of herself: medicine cannot help her ; 
and still she sleeps." 

" Look," said Zyna, with a tone of awe in her low 
voice, "if you can see her breathe. I have been 
watching for some time, and I cannot see the sheet 
over her move as it used to do. Mother! mother! 
she is not gone from us ! " 

" No, daughter," returned Lurlee, " she lives still, 
but she is near to death, fearfully near, and is in the 
hands of Alia. If she wake up restless, as she was 
before, we must put her on the floor, that the spirit 
may pass easily ; but, as it is, we may yet hope, for 
there is rest now after her weariness, and she hath not 
asked for water all night. You have given her none, 
have you ? "' she asked of the women. 

" No, lady," replied the elder of the two ; " none 
since she went to sleep. It is near dawn, and if the 
soul had to pass it would be restless to go ; yet she 
sleeps. We cannot move her, nor is there need ; she 
breathes as gently as a child. Look ! " 

The woman took the lamp from the niche in the 
wall, and, shading jt with her hand, yet so as to suffer 
a little light to fall on Tara's face, looked at it ear- 
nestly. " She smiles," she said in a whisper ; " behold, 
lady, but do not rise, else it might wake her." 

Lurlee and Zyna leaned forward and regarded her 
anxiously. Yes, the lips, though blistered with the 
parching heat of fever, seemed fuller and redder, and, as 
the sweet mouth was partly open, the light fell upon 
moisture on the white pearly teeth which gUstened 
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brightly. The cheeks were not so wan and sunken, and 
the eyes, instead of being partly open, with a dull glassy 
stare which, except when they flashed in delirium, had 
been their only expression for several days past, were now 
closed entirely, and the long eyelashes rested peacefully, 
as it were, on the chieek. One hand had been placed un- 
der her head, and the other lay across her bosom. Her 
breathing could scarcely be seen, and yet, if they looked 
intently, the arm across the bosom heaved slightly 
now and then, and as it were without excitement. 

"It may be the flush of life which precedes death," 
said the woman ; " yet then they do not often snule, 
nor dream. See, she is smiling again/' 

" Ah, there is no death in that smile, daughter ! 
Look ! blessed saints, pray for her ! Prophet of 
God, she will be thy child soon ; intercede for her, and 
have her spared ! holy Syud Geesoo Duraz ! I vow 
a golden coverlet for thy tomb, and Fatehas to a thou- 
sand poor mendicants, if she be saved ! " cried Lurlee, 
with clasped hands and streaming eyes. " give her 
to me ! All have children but me, and this one strange 
child I took into my heart when ye sent her, and she 
abode there. take her not — take her not from me ! 
What use would she be to ye now in her young life ? 
Wilt thou not pray too, Zyna, for her ? " 

" Mother, I have prayed," replied Zyna earnestly. 
" Fazil hath prayed. We have vowed Fatehas to all 
the shrines, and to the holy Saint at Allund. Mother ! 
I will send my gold anklets and her zone to the shrine 
there, if she but live-, and will give her others." 



{ 
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So they watched and prayed, and saw the smile 
playing gently and sweetly overTara's mouth and eyes. 
Was it to hear the whisper of the Angel of Death ? 
It might be so, and then the last dread change would 
follow ; the eyes would glaze and sink, the breathing 
become shorter and more difficult, and they must take 
her up and lay her down on the ground to die. Would 
it be so ? 

For many days Tara had lain between life and death. 
The great excitement she had passed through — during 
which her mind, strung by despair and superstitious 
belief, had sustained her — ^had passed away suddenly, 
and left its never-failing result in the utter prostration 
both of mental and physical power ; and the exposure 
she had been subjected to in that wild night-ride from 
Wye, with the succeeding days of heat and fatigue, 
in the midst of constant alarm, had combined to pro- 
duce severe fever. As she was lifted from the litter 
the evening she arrived by the women, she was entirely 
imconscious ; but in Lurlee she had at once a skilful 
and loving nurse, and after a while she had recovered 
sufficiently to <iistinguish with whom she was, and to 
feel that the hideous insecurity of her life — nay, the 
imminent peril of a horrible and violent death — ^had 
passed away. 

But after that short period of blissftd recognition, 
and with the sound of Lurlee and Zyna's passionately 
endearing welcomes in her ears, unconsciousness had 
returned, and she knew no more for many days. The 
burning fever, accompanied by low delirium, continued 
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without intermission. Happily her mind retained its 
last pleasant impressions most vividly : and from time 
to time, Lurlee and Zyna heard her murmur to herself 
more of her deep love for Fazil than she would ever 
have dared to tell them, and they listened wonderingly 
to the strange mingling of his name with those of gods 
and demigods of her own faith, and to the impassioned 
expressions which broke from her in that wild, perhaps 
poetic, language, with which, from her own studies and 
her father's recitals, she had become familiar. 

The doctors of the town were early summoned ; and 
there was an old Gosai, known to the merchant's wife, 
who lived in a village near, whose repute for curing 
cases of fever was very great, and who was sent for, 
when the doctors* period of nine days* illness had 
elapsed without any relief. He declared the fever 
would last three weeks : and that, on the twenty-first 
day, or thereabouts, Tara would either live or die, for 
the disease was dangerous and difficult to subdue, but — 
he would do his best. So they sat and watched her 
day and night ; life now seemingly trembling on her 
lips, and yet again rallying within her, and giving 
hope when otherwise there was none. 

Now, too, under the long sleep, her features had re- 
laxed; the skin had lost its unnatural tension and 
dryness, and a soft smile was there which looked like 
life ; and still they prayed and made vows. 

" No," said the woman, holding the lamp and watch- 
ing Tara, " it is not death, lady — not yet. There is 
no change; and see, the smile faint as it is, does 
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not pass away. Surely there are sweet thoughts be- 
low it— thoughts, perhaps, of life. Let us wait and 
pray/' 

And still they sat, and, after their own fashion, 
humbly prayed too ; and the morning broke, and Fazil, 
who, wearied by watching, lay outside, ^rose, per- 
formed his ablutions, and, with Zyna, spread their 
carpets, and performed the morning service. Then he 
watched in turn ; and the doctors came, looked at the 
sleeping girl, and one of them gently put his hand on 
her pulse and felt it, and smiled, and nodded his head 
approvingly. "There is life in it," he said gently, 
" but it is very feeble. Wait till she wakes — that is 
the crisis of life or of death ; but, perhaps — God knows 
— it may be life." 

It may be life ! Ah, yes ! Many who read these 
pages will remember like scenes ; watching the flutter- 
ing spirit of one most beloved — parent, or wife, or 
child — with an intense and wondering earnestness of 
misery or of hope, mingled with prayer: incoherent 
perhaps — no matter — ^yet going straight from the heart, 
up to Him in whose hands are the issues of life and of 
death, to be dealt with as He pleased. Is there none 
of this among the people we write of? Why not as 
much as among ourselves? The same motives exist 
there as here, the same deep ties of affection, the 
same interests, and the same hopes and fears^-often, 
indeed, more powerful as belonging to minds more 
impetuous, and less regulated by conventional forms. 
Then the hope is greater, the agony of bereavement 
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more bitter, and the suspense between the final issue, 
perhaps, more unendurable. 

So they sat around her. The kind, hospitable mer- 
chant's wife, with whom they still resided, came forth 
from her own court of the house, and, smiling as she 
saw Tara, bid them be of good cheer. No one spoke 
afterwards, but they watched the tranquil face; and 
the expressions still varying upon it, under the thoughts 
passing within, gave increasing hope of life. 

It had been a sore struggle ; but life at last was 
suffered to triumph over death. From the time when 
the weary tossing to and fro ceased, and the parched 
lips refused to speak even incoherently, and the death- 
like sleep began, the exhausted frame had been gather- 
ing strength. More than a night, and nearly a day, 
had passed in hope and fear alternately to them, but 
in rest to Tara ; and as the shadows were falling long 
towards the east, the sweet eyes opened to the full, 
and looked around. 

They could see but dimly at first ; but they read in 
the faces which at once turned towards her, now the 
most precious on earth, the assurance of that love, of 
which, as her spirit hovered on the threshold of the 
unknown eternal land, she had been permitted to 
dream. There was no fever now in those soft eyes — no 
glare, no glassy brightness : but dewy, and their deep 
brown and violet shaded by the long lashes, into an 
expression of dreamy languor — they seemed more 
beautiful by far than they had ever appeared befoije, 
and Fazil thought, as his creed suggested, that those of 



266 TARA: 

a Houri of the blessed Paradise, or a Peri angel of the 
air, could not be more lovely. None of them could speak 
then ; but the tears were falling fast from their eyes 
in great and irrepressible emotion, as they stretched 
forth their arms to welcome Tara to life. 

"My child! my life!" cried Lurlee sobbing, who 
was the first to find utterance. " Now, God hath given 
thee to me again, and I will never leave thee — ^never. 
do not speak ; it is enough that we see thee come 
back to us, more precious, and more beloved than ever ! " 

Tara attempted to reply, but was too feeble. They 
saw her lips moving, but no words could be heard. 
She tried to stretch forth her hand to Zyna, but she 
could not lift it. Zyna saw the attempt, and threw 
her arm round her. " Not now, beloved," she said — 
" not now. Lie still and rest ; we are all near thee, 
and will not go away." 

So more days passed, and Tara grew stronger, though 
slowly. The shock to mind and body had been very 
heavy, and needed long rest and much care ; but she 
was in tender hands, and gradually, but surely, they 
saw progression to convalescence, and were thankful. 
Lurlee could not restrain her pious gratitude; and 
Friday after Friday, the poor of the town, Hindus as 
well as Mahomedans, received a munificent dole of 
food and money, and rejoiced at the widow's profuse 
charity. 

Dear reader, if you have ever recovered from such 
an illness as befell Tara, you will remember, vividly and 
gratefully, the pleasant languor, the perfect rest, and 
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the sensation of growing strength of life, — ^amid its 
weakness, such as you cannot estimate till you attempt 
to act for yourself You long to speak, but your 
tongue refuses words ; you long to rise and help your- 
self, but your members as yet decline ofl&ce. If you 
can turn yourself about as you lie, it is all that is pos- 
sible. Then, if you are ministered to by loving hands, 
and you hear sweet familiar voices around you, how 
often has your heart swelled, and run over at your eyes, 
silently, and in very weakness, as you have abandoned 
yourself to their sweet influences ! How powerfully 
the new life which God has given you, grows under 
their ever-present care! Sometimes you can hardly 
bear the excess of joy, and tremble lest it should sud- 
denly cease ; and again, you find periods of rest pos- 
sessing you — dreamy unrealities— incomplete percep- 
tions — even vacuity, which is not sleep, nor yet wak- 
ing — and still with all, a consciousness of increasing 
strength which will not be denied. 

It was so with Tara. No one spoke much to her, 
she could not bear it, nor could she reply ; but if Zyna 
sat by her, or Lurlee, and held her hand, it was enough 
for reality ; and morning and evening Fazil was ad- 
mitted to see her, and to satisfy himself that she was 
gaining ground. The past was never alluded to by 
any of them. At first she had only a dim and broken 
remembrance of it, as of some great ill-usage or suflfer- 
ing. As she grew stronger, the detail became more ' 
distinct : and they often saw her shudder, and draw the 
end of her garment or the coverlet over her face, as if 
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to hide it from observation, or to shut out some terrible 
sight from her view. Yet to herself there was an un- 
reality about the whole, which she could neither com- 
prehend, nor account for. Most of all about her parents : 
were they indeed alive, or was their sudden appearance 
on the day of the Sutee, a reality, or a trick of imagi- 
nation — ^was all she retained in her mind one of the 
hideous dreams of her illness rather than a fact? 
Who was to tell her the truth ? 

All that FazU had heard from the hunchback, he had 
told to Tara as they rested here and there in their escape ; 
but her own mind was then in that state of terror and 
confusion that she could tell him nothing, nor, indeed, 
could she find courage to speak to him at all. Long 
before, when they had been together in camp, she 
had never dared to answer him. It was enough for 
her that he spoke, and that she listened. Her mind, as 
he rode with her that night before him — for he would 
trust her to no one — ^was sorely unhinged. That she had 
escaped death she knew ; that she was with him she 
knew also : that she feared pursuit, and might be 
taken and burned alive, was an absorbing terror, which 
shut out the shame of her flight ; and it was perhaps a 
happy circumstance that the fever, which had so long 
affected her brain, shut out all realities till she was 
stronger, and calmer to bear them. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

Day by day, as strength returned to Tara, remem- 
brance returned also. It might have been with abhor- 
rence of her present position — with dread of her broken 
vows — with terror of the Mother's vengeance, and with 
a sense of her own pollution as an escaped Sutee — 
which would have utterly overwhelmed her with re- 
morse, and forbidden recovery at all ; and in such a 
case, death would have been welcome. We will not 
say that there was no revulsion of feeling : it would 
have been unnatural in one with so fine an intellect as 
Tara possessed, had there been no struggle. Perhaps 
the new life to which she awakened, after the illness 
she had undergone, had blunted the perceptions of the 
old ; perhaps, as Zyna and Lurlee told her, that it was 
her destiny, which she could not resist ; and that, if 
she were to have died, as her creed had determined, 
could Fazil have prevented it ? — would she have been 
delivered at all? Had she not already undergone the 
pains of death in preparation for it, and been delivered 
from them ? 

Then Lurlee again brought forth her books, and went 
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overall her old calculations, and there were the priest's 
also with them, all tending to the same point. If 
her faith had been shaken for a time, in the fact that 
Afzool Khan had died, when the planets showed that 
he should be victorious, might there not have been 
some mistake ? Here at least there was none ; none 
in the restoration of her child, as she called Tara, from 
death to life — none in her having been rescued from 
the evil idolaters and Kafirs, to b^ newly bom into 
the true faith, acceptable to Alia and the Prophet. 
All this was very plain and incontrovertible. 

Could Tara deny it ? It was not clear that she even 
attempted to do so : and ever nigh her, were anxious 
pleaders against any justification of the rites of her own 
faith, from the most horrible consummation of which, 
she could not possibly have escaped. "Even your 
father and mother could not have saved you had they 
desired it," argued Zyna, " from dying in the fire before 
them : they would have seen you burned, arid shouted 
* Jey Kalee ! ' with the rest, to drown the scream of your 
dying agony ; but they would not have relented." No ; 
Tara's heart told her they would not have relented, and 
she must have perished, but for FaziL 

And when he pleaded ? — It was long before he at- 
tempted it; but it was at last irrepressible. More 
than his sister and Lurlee, he knew what struggle 
would ensue in Tara's heart if she were called upon too 
suddenly to renounce her own faith ; for he had lived, 
young as he still was, more in the world. On this 
point, he had as yet forborne to address her at all. But 
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such love as his for the deserted girl, must be spoken 
by himself. Lurlee and Zyna had told him all they had 
said, and it seemed strange to both that he was silent ; 
but, he had judged rightly. What the girl could bear 
from them, could not have been endured from him till 
her bodily strength assisted her mind to bear it, and 
he waited his opportunity. 

It was the first time she had ever mentioned her 
own affairs; almost the only time she had spoken freely 
at alL She had reverted to the past, to the day of 
the attack on Tooljapoor, and to Fazil's recovery of 
her mother's ornaments ; for the Bramhun women had 
bathed her that day, and she had performed some 
simple ceremonies of her faith for purification after her 
illness, and charitable gifts had been distributed by 
Fazil and Lurlee on her behalf. So she had suffered 
Zyna to twist a garland of flowers into her hair as she 
used to do in camp, and to put on her some of the old 
ornaments which, while she was yet decked for the 
Sutee, had been brought away with her: and when 
Fazil, who had been absent all day in the camp, re- 
turned before sunset for the evening prayer, he found 
her talking earnestly with his sister. 

Still pale, but only showing the traces of illness in 
the purity of her colour, Tara had perhaps never looked 
more lovely than in the resumption of some of her 
former richness and elegance of costume; and as Fazil 
entered the court, for the moment unobserved by her 
and Zyna who were seated together, he stopped in- 
voluntarily to regard her. 
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Tara would have fled when they saw him, but Zyna 
would not have it so. 

" Look/' she said, " brother, is she not like herself 
once more ? See how I have decked her for her sacri- 
fice of thanks to-day ! Surely all that is past is as a 
dream, and Tara is again what she was the evening she 
was taken away from us. Is she not, brother ? She is 
not changed ? " 

" Yes," he said, " changed, I think, in spirit in her 
new life, as we had hoped — that is all ! Tara, sit down : 
we will all remain together, and you must hear me 
now, with Zyna as witness. 

" There is nothing new to say," he continued, after 
a pause — " nothing. It is only the old tale, once told 
before, when you believed it: and it is not changed, 
only confirmed. Ah ! we have both been tried since ; 
and if out of that trial you have come, like me, strength- 
ened, then there is no doubt. Tara! in the deadly 
struggle by that hideous pile, with the crash of music, 
and frantic screams of the people in your ears, even then 
your heart bore witness to me that I was true. Am 
I false now ? *' 

. " no, no, no ! *' cried th^ girl, throwing herself un- 
controllably at his feet, after her old Hindu fashion. 
" Not false, not false 1 You are my lord and my 
saviour, and I worship you ! I will be your slave, ^ 

your servant, for my life, and Zyna knows it ; but 
consider " 

" Not thus, beloved," he said, gravely but kindly 
stooping and raising her up, "will I hear that, but 
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SO, face to face. There is no shame in it now — none ; 
for it is our destiny, Tara : let it be as honoured as, 
methinks, it is loved. Sit there and listen.'' And 
Zyna put her arm round her, and they sat down 
together side by side. 

" I have to say hard words, perhaps, Tara," he con- 
tinued, " but you must hear them. In saving you from 
death by fire, 1 have brought you into a living death 
from your own faith ; for you are an outcast now, as 
you know — you cannot return to it. You could not 
be received as a Bramhun, nor would any other caste 
assist you. Shaven, denied shelter, and even water, by 
the very mother who bore you — ^if she live — ^you must 
herd with the vilest, and enter that condition of abject 
dishonour and profligacy which Moro Trimmul intended 
for you, and from which God — your God as well as 
mine, Tara — ^has now delivered you. There is nothing 
else for you that I can see but death, and that is now 
gone from you, and will not return. Could you escape 
this, Tara ? Is this a life for you ? " 

He saw the girl shudder violently, and bury her 
burning face in Zyna*s bosom ; while Zyna, drawing 
her to herself more closely, said gently, " Listen, listen ; 
is he speaking the truth? You do not answer, 
beloved!" 

Tara could not reply, but she clung to Zyna the more 
closely. 

" Or instead," continued Fazil, " there is, what was 
said once before, in presence of my honoured father — 
peace be with him ! — which I now repeat, and Alia and 

VOL. m. 8 
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the Prophet, who sent me to you, and you to me, are 
witness of its truth, — that all of honour, all of wealth, 
all of love and respect that I possess, I will share with 
you as my wife, till I die. You are not of us, nor of 
our creed : no matter, we can admit you honourably to 
both. It is no disgrace to quit the blood-stained belief 
of Hinduism to join the glorious ranks of the true be- 
lievers ; but a blessed gain, for which, out of all these 
trials. Alia hath preordained you. Enough, Tara : 
before Him, your God and mine, and before Zyna, 
answer to me truly and freely, once and for ever. He 
is witness that there is no constraint upon you.'' 

Could she resist that earnest manly pleading — she, 
already won long ago ? she who, in all her trial, had 
carried about in her heart that image of glory and 
beauty, which she could only compare with the heroes 
and demigods of her own sacred poems — her highest 
standard, — and who, in putting it away, had done so, 
only to die in that horrible, calm despair, which pre- 
ceded voluntary immolation ? It was impossible ! 

As she sat there, and as he ceased speaking, there 
rushed through her mind a sudden flood of old me- 
mories which, had the love she bore for him been weak, 
or less deeply rooted than it was, had swept it away as 
the torrent sweeps dry straws from its bed, and they 
are seen no more. Father, mother, Eadha, the old 
pleasant memories of Tooljapoor, and the old people ; 
a happy childhood, a joyous budding into womanhood 
without care. Next, her service to the Goddess, and 
all that had come of it — terror, desperation, and liv- 
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ing death. She could not serve her now, even did she 
desire it; and she could not see the image as before, 
nor the weird ruby eyes which used to follow her, 
and seemed to glint into her very heart. She remem- 
bered the fierce Bramhun, her foe-^the glittering fly 
which she had seen in her little garden — and trem- 
bling, clung more closely to the breast on which 
she was lying ; and, last of all, the hideous pile of 
black logs, the crash of gongs and drums, the shouts 
of the people, the fluttering pennons, the torches blaz- 
ing around her to light her to death, and the agony of 
two women as they beheld it all, and of an aged man 
who had come to her and caused her once more to 

fear 

It takes long to write this; but all, ay more, 
rushed through the girFs heart as a strong flood in 
a moment, tossing and whirling fiercely ; yet it shook 
nothing there. • How true was it that, in that long 
unconsciousness and delirium, the old life had passed 
away, and the new one came with other obligations 
to be fulfilled. She was weeping passionately while 
Fazil was speaking, but when the rush of thought 
came, it was with awe, which repressed other emotion, 
and was succeeded by calm, inexpressibly sweet and 
assuring. Yes, love for him had resisted the fury of 
passion in its last attempt, and she could not control 
it now. Zyna felt her arms withdrawn from about 
her, and Tara, covering her burning face, on which the 
tears were glistening, with her garment, bent down 
before him, not in prostration, as before, but kneeling 
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and bowing her head reverently, as she joined her hands 
in an attitude of supplication. 

" Do with me as thou wilt, my lord," she said 
gently ; " my life is thine, and I am thine henceforth 
till I die. I am helpless now — do not forsake me ; and 
Gk)d and Zyna are witness that I pledge my troth to 
thee, freely and humbly. I have no fear — ^none ! it is 
past now I " 

" Shabash ! Shabash ! Tara," cried Zyna exultingly, 
clapping her hands ; " now thou art ours indeed. See, 
mother," she continued, turning round and looking up, 
as Lurlee entered, " he asked her, and she has agreed ; 
and you are witness of it as well as I." 

" I am witness," said the lady ; " I have heard all, 
and I am' content. Alia and the Prophet have an- 
swered my prayers. Ah ! I shall have a precious child 
to give to thee, Fazil, ere long.*' 

" Put her hands into mine, mother," he replied. " It 
will feel real, that she is to belong to me hereafter : it 
will be an earnest of the end.'' 

" It is not one of the orthodox customs, Fazil," said 
the lady, gravely and hesitatingly : " and I never saw 
it done at any betrothment ; nevertheless, wait an in- 
stant — I will return directly." 

She did so, while they sat as before, bearing a silver 
salver — on which there were some pieces of sugar- 
candy, and seated herself by them. 

" Thou art still a Bramhun," she said to Tara, " but 
thou wilt take one of these from thy mother? There," 
she continued, as she put a piece into each of their 
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mouths, repeatiDg the blessing, " Bismilla ! It is 
done ; ye cannot go back. There should be re- 
joicing, and music, and feasting ; but, — ^Bismilla ! it 
is done, and ye cannot retract. O children ! chil- 
dren !" she cried, bursting into a flood of tears, " I am 
a widow, and have suffered sore bereavement; but 
ye are the light of my eyes and the only joy of my 
heart now! Here are her hands, FazU,'' and she 
took up Tara's, and put them into his — " thine, boy, 
till the end!'' 

Fazil stooped his head, and put his forehead upon 
them ; they were not withdrawn, and he fancied that 
the slender fingers closed on his confidently ; — was it 
fancy ? 

" They should know of it, if they live," said Tara he- 
sitatingly, and with a gasp in her throat ; " methinks 
they do live, mother, and that I saw them — there — at 
Wye — my father and mother ; but it is all confused 
now, and it may have been a dream during my Ulness/' 

"0 no!" cried the lady, "let them not come be- 
tween us now, if they live ; but they are not alive, 
Tara." 

" Perhaps not," she said, with a sigh ; " nevertheless, 
if my lord would send some one and ask. They would 
be found in Vishnu Pundit's house at Wye ; and if they 
are dead " 

" Surely," said Fazil, interrupting her, " I will send 
Lukshmun even now. If they are there, they should 
come on at once ; there is no fear. Could you not send 
a letter, or a token, Tara?" 
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" I will write/' she replied ; " and here is a ring of 
my mother's that she loved deariy ; it would have been 
burned with me 1 Let them take it ; and if my lord 
would write, too, to say — to say — I am alive, it would 
be enough." 

"It shall be done at once," he said rising; "O 
mother, surely thy science told thee this would be a 
happy day!" 

" See 1" exclaimed the lady triumphantly, taking her 
tablets from her bodice, " you mock the planets some- 
times, son, but see ; while you were speaking I looked. 
Is not this Wednesday ? and, see, here is Venus rul- 
ing the hour as you sat and plighted your faith ! 
children, this cannot be wrong, for the sun is just 
setting, and the work is finished." 

As she spoke, the last gleam of its rays, as it sank 
in a glory of gold and crimson, flashed into the apart- 
ment, lighting up the girls' radiant faces, and sparkling 
upon their rich dresses and golden ornaments. 

"Beautiful as thou art, Tara," continued Lurlee, 
" thou wilt be lovelier still when we deck thee as his 
bride ; and so may the blessing of thy new mother rest 
upon thee, and the evil I take from thee now," — ^and 
she passed her hands over the girl from head to foot,— 
" depart to thine enemies I " 

" Ameen ! Ameen !" cried Zyna, as Tara, falling upon 
her neck, again wept silently those tears of joy which 
she had with difficulty repressed. 



CHAPTEE XXVIII. 

" Well sung ! " cried the young E^an cheerfully, and 
joining in the general applause which followed a pretty 
Mahratta ballad which the hunchback and Ashruf had 
just sung, to the accompaniment of a lute played by 
the former and a small tenor drum by the latter — 
"well sung I Where did ye learn that?" he con- 
tinued, advancing from the entrance to the court 
where he had paused as he came out. *' It is some- 
thing new." 

The men, who were seated or lounging about the 
entrance hall to the house, rose and saluted FaziL It 
was evident at a glance to Bulwunt Rao that some- 
thing had occurred to remove the sad expression which 
his lord's face had worn so long; for it had given 
place to one radiant with joy, and he exclaimed cheer- 

iiy- 

" Thanks be to the Gods ! it is gone at last, Meah ! 
Never, since we rode together to Pertabgurh, have any 
of us seen a smile on your face that was worth looking 
at, or one which was not followed by a sigh, as much 
as to regret it had ever been there ; so I cry, with thanks 
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to the Gk)ds, the grief is gone at last. What say you, 
brothers ? look at him ; did I speak truly V 

Amidst the hearty responses to this congratulation 
by his retainers, Fazil Khan sat down among them, 
and the hunchback and Ashruf, stepping forward, as- 
sumed the positions of professional ballad-singers, and 
saluted him. 

" Shall we sing it again, Meah?" asked Lukshmun ; 
" you did not hear it all. *Tis a fancy of my own, about 
a damsel waiting for her lover, who passes her by with 
another, and so she goes and weeps." 

"And we have all been crying over it, Meah," 
added Bulwunt Eao ; " 'tis so sad a tune too — so 
plaintive." 

" But as I am not in a crying mood, friend," re- 
turned Fazil laughing, " it would hardly suit me now, 
so another time — meanwhile there is something to be 
done which is urgent." 

"Are we to meet a new army, and take our re- 
venge, Meah ? " cried several of the men. " Ah, we 
know the country now, and should not fall into an- 
other trap like the first. 

" No, ho, friends," said the young man sadly, " there 
is no such good news as that ; 'tis but a private matter 
of my own, which our ballad-singers may help, per- 



" We, Meah ? " exclaimed the hunchback ; " thou well 
knowest, that if we were bidden to leap into the flames 
for thee, we would not hesitate. Speak, that we may 
hear and do." 
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"It is somewhat private, fidends," said the young 
man, looking around. " If I might be alone with these 
and our old friend for a little, no one may take offence ; 
you will know all by-and-by." 

" Surely not," cried several, rising and going out, 
followed by the rest. 

" Stay, Bulwunt Eao," said Fazil, putting his hand 
on his* arm, " your counsel may be of use ; " and when 
they were alone, he continued, " She will not be con- 
tent unless she sees her father and mother ; and she 
declares they are at Wye, and came to her the day 
she was to be burned." 

" Impossible !" cried Lukshmun; " they are dead, and 
this must be some device of the Evil One — of that old 
Mother on the hill there, who wants to get her back ; 
and she has sent spirits in their guise to mock her. 
She does such things very often, Meah Sahib, and I 
don't like to hear of this." 

" Well, they must be substantial spirits," returned 
Fazil laughing, " for she told us that she had heard 
them speak, and that she thought her father had lifted 
her up once. They must be alive." 

Lukshmun shook his head. " I did not see him, or 
hear of him, at Wye," he said ; " and as I know them 
well, I should have recognised him and his wife any- 
where. And, about the witches — ^if I were to t^U you 
what I know about the Mother's devices," he con- 
tinued solemnly, wagging his head, " I should not be 
believed. Nevertheless " 

" Nevertheless," said Fazil, interrupting him, " thou 
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art to go and see — thou and Ashruf. Wilt thou go, 
lad, if he is afraid of the witches ? " 

"To the death," cried the boy cheerfully; while 
Lukshmun, leaping up into the air, turned a somer- 
sault, and came down where he stood. " Go ! " he 
said ; "yes, Meah. I have a spell against the Mother 
and all sorcery, and his majesty the devil to boot, 
which Pahar Singh taught me. Where are we to go, 
Meah, and when ? " 

" Now," replied Fazil ; " take two of the ponies and 
ride straight to Wye. Her parents will be found in the 
house of Vishnu Pundit, or he will direct you to them. 
If they are gone home, or to Poona, or anywhere else, 
they must be followed up and brought back ; and they 
will come when that ring is given to her mother — so 
she says." 

"They may need money," said the man musing. 
" Bramhuns never move without coin. Something for 
expenses, is the first thing they ask of one. Is it not 
true ? Nevertlieless, Vyas Shastree is rich enough. 
yes, he knows me, and I can get into Vishnu Pundit's 
house, too. Come, lad, we must put on the Byragee's 
dresses." 

Ashruf followed him. While they were absent, 
Fazil wrote the letter they were to take, which ran as 
follows : — 

" To the respectable and learned in the V^ds and 
Sha^tras, Vyas Shastree^ of Tooljapoor, who is kind 
to his friends; 
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" From Fazily son of Afzopl Khan, with greetingsy 
and the peace and salutation of God ; and after wish- 
ing you health and prosperity — 

" You are to know that your daughter Tara is here, 
with my mother and sister, in honour and health; but 
she hath been ill unto death, and being, by Ood!s 
favour, restored to life, wishes to see you and her mo- 
ther urgently, and sends a token, by which you may be 
assured she is here. 

" You will learn more from the bearer, my ser- 
vant y who is to be trusted; and I pray you to lose no 
time in setting out, for we await your coming. I have 
sent money for your expenses by him, which you are 
to be "pleased to use freely." 

The bimchback and Ashruf reappeared after a while 
in their new costume, which was that of Jogies, or reli- 
gious mendicants of that part of the country. Orange- 
coloured turbans and gannents, purposely torn and 
ragged, yet withal scrupulously clean ; large strings of 
wooden beads about their necks, wrists, and ankles; 
black blankets, to keep out cold or heat, thrown over 
their shoulders after a graceful and picturesque fashion ; 
and the lute and small drum they had used before. 
The faces of both were smeared with whiting, and the 
broad trident of Vishnu was drawn in red and white 
paint upon their foreheads. The hunchback would 
perhaps have been known by his figure ; but Ashruf, 
from the smart Mahomedan boy, gaily dressed as be- 
came his master's favou^^ite attendant, was utterly 
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transformed, and could not possibly have been recog- 
nised. 

" Shabash ! " cried Bnlwunt Eao and Fazil involun- 
tarily ; " it is complete — ^no one could know you." 

" Except by this hunched back of mine," said 
Lukshmun, " I would wager that I went anywhere as 
anybody you please, Meah, — ^from the holiest Syud 
down to the lowest Kullunder — from the Secretary 
of Eamdas Swami himself, to what I am now, — and 
was not discovered. Hindu or Mussulman, 'tis all the 
same — only I must have a religious garb on, Meah 
Sahib : for my mind, you see, having that turn natu- 
rally, I am most at home in one. Did any one sus- 
pect us when we sang ballads in the ambush at 
Jowly, and found out what Moro Trimmul wanted 
to do ? or in Wye, when we saw Tara ? Meah I 
this is a joyful errand, for I shall pay a rupee 
to a Bramhun, and get bathed in the river— just 
where they were going to burn Tara Bye — to wash 
away my sins, and be absolved from shedding a 
Bramhun's blood. The Gods forgive me if I kiUed 
him!" 

" I hope you did," returned Fazil laughing : " and 
now, here is a purse of gold, tie it round you, and use 
what is needed ; and here are the letters which are to 
be put into Vyas Shastree's own hand. If he cannot 
get mine read, this ring and her letter will be enough. 
K they are gone to Poona, or back to Tooljapoor, send 
Ashruf back to me, and go on thyself" 

" To the top of Mount M^ru, or the lowest deep of 
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Numik,"* cried Lukshmun, snapping his fingers. 
" Fear not ; we will bring them, lad— won't we ? and, 
master, if I have to go on, and can send thee a letter 
by a sure hand, may I take on my son here ? I can- 
not sing ballads without him." 

" Ah yes, my lord ! " pleaded the lad, joining his 
hands, " to bring them to her." 

" Good," said Fazil ; " I trust you both. Go, and be 
discreet, and God's blessing and mine be with you." 

" And now, my lord," said the hunchback, " let us 
sing one ballad before we depart — one that she must 
know well ; it will give her hope. Go and tell her that 
some singers are here who know the ballads of the 
Bala Ghaut, and will sing her one. She wiU recognise 
the tune, for I have heard her father sing it, and they 
say he wrote it for her, for her name is in it. We 
shall sing it before Vishnu Pundit's door at Wye." 

"As thou wilt," replied Fazil; "I will tell her;" 
and he arose and went to the inner court door. " Do 
not follow me," he said to them — " she can hear from 
hence, and there are women within — ^it is private." 

Fazil had watched Tara as the prelude began, and 
he beckoned her to the door. " Come and listen," he 
said ; " they are singers of your own country, and I 
have brought them to sing a ballad to you." She 
arose, and Zyna followed her. 

The hunchback and Ashruf stood at the doorway 
without, and, after a short prelude, sang, as nearly as 
we can translate it, as follows : — 

* Hades. 
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1. 



** Fast her tears fell — faster, faster, 

As the days pass slowly by. 
And her heart is sorely laden 

With the dreary, hopeless sigh. 
that cruel, ceaseless sighing ! 

Weary tears which sadly fell, 
AU unheeded as she wept them 

Daily by the garden welL 

2. 

" Mother ! Mother ! oft she pleaded, 

Tooija Mata ! hear my vow ! 
Hear thy daughter's cry of son*ow — 

Why shouldst thou forsake me now ? 
Not less thine, Mother holy ! 

If my lover come to me ; 
If he come, a golden necklace 

We, thy children, vow to thee ! 

3. 

*' As she went for water daily. 

Raised alone the pitcher still. 
She repeats the prayer and promise, 

As with tears her soft eyes fill ! 
The Goddess watched the weary maiden. 

And her daily burthen borne ; 
* Faithful,* she cries, *in earthly sorrow. 

Daughter true, no longer mourn ! ' 



** Then next mom, with anklets tinkling, 

The maiden tripped, and ceased to sigh ; 
As she stooped to raise the pitcher — 

Light she felt it lifted high. 
And sweet woi*ds he whispers to her — 

* Tara, all thy sorrow past ! 
Faith and hope have won thy lover.* 

And the vow ? — 'Twas paid at last.'* 
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It was one of those plaintive Mahratta airs, at once 
so musical and tender, and whose character is so ori- 
ginal, as to deserve the rank of national music. How 
often Tara had heard it! Her father had written the 
words, and composed the air, to amuse her when she 
used to be sad ; but she had no lover — no one then 
to take the burthen, to help to lift the pitcher, which 
was so heavy ! Ah yes ! she remembered it well, and 
that her father had said afterwards, it should not be 
sung in the house because it made her sadder, for there 
could be no lover. 

So she listened, and the melody seemed to strike 
some new and tender chords in her memory, which as 
yet had been untouched ; and they looked at her won- 
deringly, and in silence, as the features softened into a 
smile, and the eyes gradually filled with tears, which 
flowed as from a fountain within, and rolled silently 
down her cheeks. As the vow was named, they saw 
her hand rise to her neck and unclasp the heavy gold 
necklace she wore, and when the last words were sung 
she put it into FaziFs hands. 

" Let the Mother have it," she said, " as our vow — 
she is not angry with me. You will not deny this, 
ipy lord, to Tara?" 

Before they could answer her, a strange brightness 
seemed to come over her face and eyes, as she looked 
upward as if following a vision. " It is enough," she 
said gently, after a silence which they did not break ; 
" th^ Mother is not angry with me — it is accepted, and 
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I am free; for when the trial came, she says, and 
Gunga called me, I did not leave her." 

They did not understand then, to what she alluded ; 
but it was evident that the excited spirit had again 
wandered into the past, and had returned, more at 
peace than before. 

"Yes," said Fazil, " as thou wilt, beloved — thy 
vow shall be truly paid, at last." 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

On the second morning Fazil's messengers reached 
Wye, without interruption, tethered their ponies 
in the courtyard of a temple, where they obtained 
shelter, and set about the work they had to do with- 
out loss of time. Taking their instruments, they 
wandered into the bazar, and sang their ballads to 
willing listeners; for the hunchback was a master 
of his art, and had a willing and skilful pupil in the 
boy. 

"Wast thou not in the camp at Jowly?" said a 
man coming up to Lukshmun, " and this lad too, be- 
fore we attacked the Toorks, — and we let thee go ? Ah 
yes, and you promised to sing the hymn of the God- 
dess at Tooljapoor, and did not return when we were 
victorious ! Ill for you, for you would have had a 
share of the gold. By the Mother ! you shall sing it 
now. Come with me ! " 

" Not so," said Lukshmun ; " we are engaged to 
sing at Vishnu Pundit's house — where is it? — and shall 
be free in the evening only : and if thou canst direct 
me to one Moro Trimmul, a Bramhun, and let me go 

VOL. m. T 
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now, we will sing an hour at night for as many as you 
choose to bring to the Temple of Ballajee, where we 
have put up, and take what you have to give us." 

"Moro Trimmul!" cried the man laughing, " thou 
wouldst have to go deep into Ifell for him. Where 
hast thou been, Mend, that his fate did not come to 
thine ears ? " 

" I was afraid," replied the hunchback ; " I fear 
fighting, sir ; and if a drawn weapon is flashed in my 
face, I faint. So we ran away from Jowly — did we not, 
my son ? and have been travelling about the country 
ever since, getting what we can. But what of the 
Bramhun, sir ? was he killed in the fight at Jowly ? " 

" No, no — not there," replied the man ; " but he is 
dead, nevertheless. Some one cut him down the day 
the Sutee was carried ofiF." 

" Ah, yes, I have heard of that, sir ; the people have 
strange stories about it ; but who carried her oflf ? and 
*who killed the Bramhun ? A Bramhun slain I the 
impiety!" continued Lukshmun devoutly ; "think of 
that, my son ! A holy Bramhun ! " 

" I don't know ; I was not there," replied the man ; 
"we were still out at Jowly, or it would not have 
happened : but they said some of Afzool Khan's men, 
who were starving, made a Durora on the Sutee, and 
carried her off ; as to Moro Trimmul, he was no loss — 
a bad man, my friend, though a Bramhun. They 
miglit have spared the girl, however, for all the use she 
was to the Bramhuns afterwards. I wonder no one 
kept her, for she was very lovely tjiey say." 
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" sir," cried the hunchback innocently ; " and did 
she not live ? Who killed her ? " 

"They say not/' he replied; "and that the cruel 
men killed her for the ornaments she wor& There 
was a woman's corpse found some days afterwards on 
their track, and the remains were brought here, and 
her father was told of it They say he went mad after 
that, for he believed they were his child's. He married 
Moro Trimmul's sister, you know. Ah, it's a curious 
story altogether." 

" Indeed," returned Lukshmun simply ; " I should 
like to hear it all. If I sing for you to-night will you 
tell it to me?" 

" A bargain !" cried the man joyfully ; " come to 
us without fail; we are a jovial lot, and there may be 
good liquor, and some of the dancers too. I will come 
for thee. 'Faith^ the story of the Moorlee's murder by 
Moro Trimmul is as good as a scene in a play." 

"WhatMoorlee?" 

" Oh, the Tooljapoor girl, Gunga» who was with him. 
They found her body under the window of his room at 
Pertabgurh, hanging in the trees below the precipice, 
and so the whole came out ; but he was dead before 
thea One of those dare-devil Mussulmans had killed 
him, and they took some of the Sutee wood, and burnt 
him there, by the river." 

"Ai Bhugwan! Lord, forgive me for having 
slain the Bramhun," ejaculated the hunchback to him- 
self; "and I did it too. Well, I can't help hitting 
hard when I do hit ; and truly he had murdered some 



292 TAB A: 

one, it appears, so it was only justice after alL Yes, 
sir," he continued, " I understand. And the Sutee's 
father ?— her name was T— T— T '' 

" Tara,'* said the man ; " and her father is Vyas 
Shastree of Tooljapoor. He is better now, and I saw 
him a while ago sitting by the porch of Vishnu Pundit's 
door, weak, but better ; people pity him very much. 
Now I must go. You will not forget ? " 

" No," said the hunchback ; " you will find me at the 
temple after the lamps are lighted ; till then we must 
sing about the streets. Come, my son. Let us hurry 
on, boy," continued Lukshmun. " I know the house. 
Do not pretend to notice any one ; we will sing the 
ballad of the Vow, after the first invocation." 

They passed on rapidly : up a few cross streets and 
alleys, till they reached that in which was the house that 
they sought. In the covered alcove, beside the outer 
door, sat several Bramhuns, apparently talking together ; 
one elderly man, covered with a sheet, was reading. 

Lukshmun and Ashruf began to sing their ballads 
at the doors of every house as they advanced, and 
women jfrom within, came out and gave them handfuls 
of flour or rice, which were dropped into the bag 
which Lukshmun carried. Gradually, as they came 
nearer, the hunchback changed the songs to those of 
his own country, Canarese and Mahratta in turn, and 
he was sure there must be some, with which the Shas- 
tree was familiar. 

Yes, it was he, reading, while the others sat near 
him, and conversed among themselves ; thinner than 
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when the hunchback had last selBn him/ and looking 
weak, yet still remarkable and unmistakable. Once or 
twice the Shastree had looked up at the singers^ not so 
as to seem to care about their performance, but as if 
a familiar sound had reached him. Now, however, it 
came to the turn of the Pundit's house, and the hunch- 
back and Ashruf stopped before it 

" Go on," said one of the Bramhuns impatiently ; 
" you have been bawling all down the street, disturbing 
our meditations, and the Shastree there is weak. Go 
on, and make no noise." 

" Maharaj," said Lukshmun, humbly putting up his 
hands, " we are under a vow, made before the Holy 
Mother at Tooljapoor " (' May she forgive me for tell- 
ing the lie ! ' he thought parenthetically), " to sing be- 
fore every house in Wye, and bring her what we get ; 
'tis a good work, learned sirs, and we are poor people, 
— do not hinder us ; 'tis a long way to go, and we are 
weary. Let us sing you a ballad for our vow, or only 
a verse, else we cannot go on." 

''Make haste then," said the first spokesman im-' 
patiently. 

Lukshmun retuned the lute ; and as he played the 
prelude which Tara had heard, he saw Vyas Shastree, 
who had not noticed him, look up. His large eyes 
were opened to the full, and he leaned forward with 
an expression of intense curiosity. Then the singers 
broke at once into the ballad : — 

** Fast her tears fell — faster, faster, 
As the days pass slowly by." 
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" Hold ! " he exclaimed, waving his hand ; " who are 
ye ? and whence come ye ? " 

" From Tooljapoor, Pundit ! " said the hunchback 
humbly. 

" Who taught you that ballad ? " 

" No one taught it me. I heard it, and have re- 
membered it. They say one Vyas Shastree composed 
it. Maybe you have heard of him, sir. He had a 
daughter named Tara. She was a Moorlee. I have 
heard they are all dead now." 

" Ye belong to Tooljapoor ? " 

" No, Maharaj ; I am from near Allund — a long 
way from this ; but the vow I made is for" (* The Gods 
forgive me if I tell another lie ! ' he said inwardly) — 
"for a — child — kind sir; if the Mother will send 
me one. Your worship speaks Canarese?" 

" Yes," said the Shastree, replying in that language ; 
"who art thou?" 

" Do they understand it ? " asked the hunchback. 

" No," he replied, " none but my wife, and she only 
a little. Why dost thou ask ? " 

" Can I go into the court? I know all the ballad, 
and can sing it sweetly for the women ; they always 
like it," returned Lukshmun. " Will you listen, 
Maharaj ? 'tis not very long ;" and, as they went in, 
they sang on more loudly and confidently than before. 
Some women of the house came and looked at them, 
and listened, and among them were Anunda and 
Badha. The hunchback looked from the Shastree to 
his elder wife, and saw the tears falling from both 
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their eyes ; at last the Shastree rose and went in to 
her, and when Anunda saw him, she burst into bitter 
weeping. 

" Grieve not for one at rest," Lukshmun heard him 
say ; " at rest in the peace which was denied her here. 
Yet the old ballad moves me strongly, wife. Come 
hither,'' he cried to the singers ; " take this for the 
sake of ... No matter now ; I am Vyas Shastree, 
and what strange chance hath sent you I know not, 
but take this," and he oflfered money. 

" The Gods be thanked ! No ; not from you," ex- 
claimed Lukshmun, in Canarese. "Gome aside," he 
continued in the same tongue, ''for I have that to 
tell you and her, which will give you new life and 
strengtL Listen," and he whispered in the Shastree's 
ear ; " Tara lives, well and in honour. I bear a token 
and a letter which she hath sent you. Come, and I 
will give it ; 'tis for her mother, and this letter for 
thee,'' and he took it from a fold in his turban. 

" Anunda I wife ! " cried the Shastree, trembling 
and gasping for breath, as he leaned on her, open- 
ing the letter. "She lives — our Tara. Come — he 
knows of her ; see her own writing, the holiest and 
most secret Muntra * I taught her ; she haih written 
it." 

*' Away with ye ! " cried Badha to the other women 
about, " this is not for your ears ; " and the group were 
left alone ; for Badha, advancing, shut the door of the 
court, and stood there with them. 

* Mrmtra — a speU, a holy text 
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" Do ye know this ? " asked Lukshmun, when he had 
disengaged the ring from his inner garment. " Lady, 
it was to be given to thee, if thou art her mother ! 
She is well who gave it to me, three days ago.'* 

Her mother I Who could doubt it who saw Anunda 
then ? The piece of gold spoke a thousand loving greet- 
ings to her. She laughed and cried by turns. She 
could speak nothing intelligibly. She kissed it raptur- 
ously, and hugged it close to her bosom, then looked 
at it till the tears rained from her eyes, and again did 
the same. A new life ! a new daughter I bom again, 
as it were. Anunda could not believe it. 

''Thou art mocking us," she said at last, as a 
revulsion of feeling appeared to possess her. " This 
was among the jewels given to Janoo Naik, when . . . 
she never got it." 

" True," replied Lukshmun, " and she has the rest," 
and he enumerated them ; " and here is a letter about 
her from my master, with whom she is. Listen to me, 
I can tell you better than that writing." 

Listen ? ah, yes, to the sweetest tale they had ever 
heard, did they listen for hours. The Bramhuns at the 
door wondered, and the people from within came and 
looked and wondered too, why the Jogies sat here 
talking to the Shastree — but, still they sat. Once, for 
a moment, the Shastree's cruel belief rose up against 
him,, and forbade him to see an outcast ; but nature 
asserted its own. " They dare not meddle with me," 
he thought, '' and we cannot be as she is. But no 
matter, we will go to her, wife ; yes, we will go to- 
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morrow. Get the things ready. Thou wilt guide us, 
friend?*' 

" And guard ye, too, with our lives," said Luksh- 
mun. " Yes, to-morrow early, we will set out." 

And so next day Vishnu Pundit and his friends 
marvelled that the Shastree and his family left them so 
suddenly, and knew not why they went, or whither. 



CHAPTER XXX. 

We need not relate how the hunchback was washed 
clean from his sins, how he and his companion en- 
tertained those who came to them that night, nor 
how he resisted their temptations to stay and sing to 
others, who, they told him, would load him with gold. 
Those he was taking to his master were more precious 
than gold; and the same anxiety to present them to 
him in safety, was shared equally by Fazil and by Tara 
while awaiting their arrival. 

Five days, — ^two to go and three to return — perhaps 
more: never had time appeared so interminable to 
those who remained at Kurrar: never had journey 
appeared so wearisome to the Shastree. The spirit 
within him was strong and earnest, but he had suf- 
fered much; and till roused by the hunchback's tidings, 
Anunda and Badha feared that he had sunk into that 
lethargic apathy which often precedes death. He could 
not be awakened from it. Had Tara died a Sutee, it 
might have been endured. Excitement and religious 
enthusiasm, even the glory of the voluntary sacrifice, 
would have deadened nature for a while, at least, in 
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both her parents ; but the attack upon the sacred pro- 
cession, though but one had died in it, by, as they 
supposed, lawless robbers — and the subsequent mur- 
der, as they believed, of their child — ^had produced a 
revulsion which, to the Shastree, had wellnigh proved 
fatal, and for many days those about him gave up 
hope of life. The remains, as they supposed, of Tara 
had, as we know, been brought in, and burned by 
the river-side with all due ceremony ; and after the 
period of mourning and impurity had passed, the 
Shastree and his wives were to have set out on their 
return home. Still, however, they lingered; for the 
climate had not agreed with Anunda, who had, in 
her turn, fallen ill with fever, and they could not 
travel. 

During this period, they had heard from friends much 
of what had befallen Tara: and yet not all of Moro Trim- 
mul's share in her misfortunes. The only person who 
could have told them truly was Gunga, and she was 
dead. Sadha had her own suspicions of her brother; 
but beyond his wild attempt on the day of the Sutee, 
to induce her to put Tara into his power, she had not 
seen him ; and his violent death, while it aflfected her 
mournfully, ended her anxieties ere the murder of 
Gunga was discovered. 

It was with difficulty that the impatience of the 
Shastree and Anunda could be restrained. They 
reached and passed Sattara the first day, and would 
fain have travelled by relays of men without resting, 
but the hunchback and Bulwunt Eao, when they joined 
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him, would not hear of increased exertion. " I will 
write by a speedy messenger that you are safe/' he 
said ; " but if I do not bring you in well to them, my 
lord will be angry, therefore submit yourselves to ne- 
cessity," — ^as, indeed, they were obliged to do. 

Of his master's intentions, the hunchback had 
said nothing. Who was he, to know anything about 
them ? The lady Tara was in honour as a guest ; that 
was all he knew. Yes, his master had carried her oflF. 
Could he know that one who had been his guest, and 
had truly eaten of his salt, was to be burned alive, 
and not make an effort to save her? and she was 
still a Bramhun, and had Bramhun women attending 
upon her. 

But Bulwunt Rao, who waited their coming at a 
village on the road with an escort of the Paigah, had 
no such discretion, and told what he believed— that 
Fazil and Tara had been privately betrothed. The 
lady Lurlee, he said, had one day distributed sugar- 
candy and p&n to all the household, and to the mosque 
and other holy places in the town: and some had been 
sent to him on a silver salver covered with a cloth of 
brocade. What did that mean ? And when the Shas- 
tree remonstrated, with a natural horror, at the idea of 
a Bramhun girl marrying a Mahomedan, Bulwunt Bao 
replied curtly — 

" What could you do with her, Shastree, if you had 
her? You see she is no longer a Bramhun, but an 
outcast You could not even give her water ; and the 
two old Bramhun women who attended her in her ill- 
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ness, and the one who now waits on her, will have to 
be purified with plenty of ceremonies — ^and plenty to 
pay for them, too, will be needed ; but do not care for 
that, Shastree, my lord is very wealthy. So, you see, 
we must give her up as a Hindu, and even let her go 
into the other faith." 

The Shastree would groan at these home-truths, but 
could reply nothing. As to his wife, she rejoiced 
heartily, and had no misgiving. The expression of a 
mother's nature would not be denied to Anunda ; for 
there is no mother with the experience of a life's love 
grown into her heart, who does not rejoice in the 
thought of a wife's useful happiness to her daughter, 
and in the expectation of its fruits I Ail that had been 
done to soothe Tara, to distract her mind, to fill up 
the vacant place there with other interests — ^learning, 
religious exercise, and devotion to the service of the 
Goddess — had been tried in turn, and were, as Anunda 
felt, but a mockery. 

Possibly, most probably, indeed, under other circum- 
stances, Tara's pure mind would eventually have taken 
refuge in asceticism, and those severe penances, in 
which the woman who had persecuted her at Pertab- 
gurh, had grown to take delight ; but, knowing the too 
frequent condition of the indulgence of lawless love by 
women situated like her daughter, and exposed to the 
same temptations, Anunda had often trembled for her 
safety ; and yet owned to herself that, to doubt her, 
was profanation. 

No, she could not object Had she been simply 
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asked the qnestion previously, as a proud Bramhun 
woman, she must have refused. Now, circumstances 
had put that far beyond her reach. To object, would 
not retard the final issue, or influence it in any way ; 
but to consent joyfully, would add so much, and so 
supremely to Tara's happiness, that opposition quickly 
grew to be an impossibility in the good lady's mind : 
and before she came to the end of the first day's 
journey, Fazil himself, could not have desired a warnier 
advocate. 

A good deal of this fell out from being left to herself. 
Palankeens had been hired ; and as the three travellers 
were carried on singly for hours together, each had 
fallen into the train of thought most congenial. Badha 
had certainly no voice in the matter, but was delighted. 
Anunda, between joy for her recovered child, and her 
new prospects of an honourable life, had been well- 
nigh beside herself at first, and the quiet soothing mo- 
tion of the litter was of all things the best, perhaps, to 
calm her, and bring her practical mind into percep- 
tion of the true realities of the position. " We have 
mourned her as dead," she said to herself, '' we have 
performed all the ceremonies, and distributed all the 
charities necessary for the occasion ; now she is alive 
after all, and bom again into a new faith ; so the death 
which we believed in, was a type of what was to be ful- 
filled. I see it all now," she said to herself, " and so it 
has been ordered for her without the pain of burning. 
Strange, my husband does not see this, but I will tell 
it to him when we arrive." 



^ 
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And so she did. Badha, too, caught up this tone 
of argument as best suited to her husband's mind, and 
the two women agreeing, left him little to say. It did 
not appear he had anything to urge or to object. " This 
is some punishment for her sins in an earlier life/' he 
said to Anunda ; '' and 'tis well it is no worse." 

Anunda and Radha could not see the punishment, 
except that Tara would have to eat unclean things ; 
otherwise, what was left to be desired ? 

If this was their deliberate opinion at the close of 
the first day's march, — the second day, and the quiet 
jogging motion of the litters, the change of air and 
scene, and the peace which had settled gradually into 
their hearts, had much more than confirmed it. What- 
ever there was of objection, was dealt with on the first 
evening ; and on the second, as they rested for the 
night, impatience to see their child once more, an ir- 
repressible yearning to place her happiness beyond 
doubt, or chance of mishap, had driven out all other 
feeling. So, on the third morning, as they entered 
their litters for the day's journey, and knew they 
would reach Kurrar before sunset, Anunda, who 
laughed and cried by turns in a strange manner, as 
she dressed their morning meal herself before they set 
out, saw, with a thankful heart, that the heavy care 
which had sat on her husband's spirit for so long had 
passed away, and his old placid, benign expression, 
had taken its place. 

That afternoon, as the sun's rays lengthened, and 
were filled with that golden radiance which clothed 



304 TABA: 

the meanest objects with glory, and lighted up the 
town and fort, and the camp beyond, — ^the little pro- 
cession of the three palankeens, and the small body of 
horsemen, approached the town gate. Bolwunt Sao 
had timed their arrival to suit the lady Lurlee's desire, 
for the astrological tables had been once more con- 
sulted, and the MooUas of several mosques had been 
obliged to declare the most fortunate hour for the 
entry of the party into the town. Messengers, too, 
had met them, enjoining care in this respect ; and 
Bulwunt Bao and the hunchback were both relieved 
by the appearance of a last emissary at the gate to 
express approval of their arrangements and to urge 
them on. 

No need of hastening now. The bearers themselves 
were in hurry enough; for Bulwunt Bao's promise had 
been liberal, and they had kept the horsemen at a brisk 
canter for the last few miles of the journey. Now, there- 
fore, shouting and hallooing to each other, the men 
who carried the litters, rushed through the gate of the 
town, and up the main street at their utmost speed ; 
and there was a race between the three sets, in which 
Anunda's were victorious, and clamoured for largesse 
as they set down her palankeen before the door of the 
kind merchant's house where Tara still was. Much 
the good lady had deliberated in her mind whether 
she could ever be touched by Tara without pollution, 
and whether it could be avoided ; and we believe we 
are correct in saying that she had determined, if it were 
to cost her half, or all the money she had left in the 
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banker's hands at Tooljapoor, she did not care^ but she 
must hold her chUd once more to her heart. 

Could she have repressed it ? Ah no ! a very out- 
cast in shame, in misery, in misfortune — no matter 
had it been so — the loving mother's heart would still 
have been open, as her arms, to receive her child ; but 
in Tara's renewed life, as it were, in joy and in honour, 
what signified the temporary impurity of contact with 
one only impure by the hard rules of their sect? 
Anunda trembled very much, and scarcely knew how 
she got out of the litter ; but as she emerged, a figure 
she could hardly see for the tears which blurred her 
sight, and which seemed to swim before her, bowed 
down and kissed her feet, was raised up, and, falling 
on her neck, wept aloud. Then it was strained to her 
heart with a face buried in her bosom which dare not 
look up, till her father and Badha entered, and Tara, 
prostrating herself before him, clung to his knees 
sobbing. With him, too, some scruple about touching 
her, had remained ; but his emotion on sight of her 
could not be resisted, and he raised her up and blessed 
her as of old. I do not think any of them could 
speak, and if they did say anything, it was not intelli- 
gible enough to be recorded, and is better imagined. 

Then Anunda sat down, for she was very dizzy: 
and Tara saw the loving arms stretched out, and 
went and lay down in them on the soft bosom in 
her old place, and hid her face there, and felt her 
mother's tears fall hot and fast upon it, while her 
own were wiped away by the dear hands that had often 
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wiped them before. By-and-by she looked up, and 
her mother saw in the clear soft eye, in the inefifable 
expression of her countenance, that all trouble and 
anxiety was past. No more excitement now, false 
and mocking, even though sustained by religious fer- 
vour ; and the peaceful calm which had grown upon the 
face since her recovery, was a new expression to her 
mother, which she felt could not change again. 

Th6n Lurlee came with Zyna presently, when the 
Shastree had been sent away, and, putting Tara aside, 
Anunda arose and bowed before her, kissing her feet, 
and embracing her knees. "She is thy child now, 
lady," she said; '' take a mother's thanks and gratitude 
for her honour and her life. In our simple Hindu fashion 
we know no other salutation, else it would be given." 

" Nay, not to me, but to Alia, who hath preserved 
her — ^not we," replied Lurlee. " Noble ye are, though 
of another faitL Let us embrace as sisters, to whom 
our mutual God hath given one daughter." 

" It must be done, sooner or later," said Anunda to 
herself, as she withdrew from Lurlee's arms, " and better 
at once. Come hither, Tara : see how soon I give thee 
away, my child, after I have recovered thee. Wilt thou 
forgive me ? Take her, lady," she continued, putting 
Tara into Lurlee's arms ; " thou art more her mother 
now, than I. She hath been born to thee in a new life ; 
be it as thou wilt unto her/' 

" I take her," replied Lurlee, " as she is given, freely 
and truly. I had no child, lady, and often had prayed 
for one, and Alia and the Prophet gave her to me long 
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ago, before all this misery, and when my lord lived, 
who would have rejoiced with us to see this day had 
he been spared Yes, believing you dead, we took her 
to be our child, he and I. Now you have given her 
to me, and the gift is precious and is accepted : but I 
will not take it yet ; we are proceeding home, and you 
will come with us, — ^we will travel together. When we 
arrive, I will receive her; till then, let her remain with 
you ; as yet she is pure from us " 

" Yes, mother, I am pure, I have transgressed nothing," 
said Tara gently. "I know," she continued, inter- 
rupting Annnda, " I am not as before ; but you can 
give me what I need till — till .... and there is no 
help for it now." Anunda and the Shastree did not 
object, and so it was settled among them. 

How much they had to learn of each other's acts ! 
Nor was it till Tara told all, and they understood 
what the infamy of Moro Trimmul's conduct had been, 
that they felt the true honour of Fazil's character, 
or the deep loving kindness of the lady Lurlee and 
his sister. A grateful subject was this, now that she 
could speak unreservedly with Eadha and her mother, 
and Tara had to repeat her tale again and again to 
willing ears. Sometimes her father, too, listened won- 
deringly; and there was no part of it upon which 
he dwelt with more pride, even to rapture, than Tara's 
simple relation of the ordeal, and her devotion of her- 
self to a cruel death rather than to dishonour. 

" A true Bramhun thou," he would say, passing his 
hand over her head as she read him the old lessons, 
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"and thou wilt not forget these, nor the Mother. If thou 
hadst failed, even to death, she had not released thee 
from thy vow. As it is, see, she would not be denied 
a life ! He used to scoff at her, and she drank his 
blood — ^not thine, my faithful child, not thine — and 
gave thee a new life, which will be happy. Yes, 
the Ehanum's skill in astrology is good, for my own 
calculations confirm her results, and, comparing his 
scheme of nativity with thine, Tara, there is no dis- 
cordance." But, nevertheless, the fact of Fazil's being 
bom a Mahomedan and Tara a Hindu, often puzzled 
Vyas Shastree more than his science could explain, or 
than he cared to acknowledge. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

Thebe were many cogent reasons, public as well as 
private, why Fazil Khan^s presence in Eeejapoor was 
urgently required. Soon after his arrival at Eurrar, 
he had received the King's letter of condolence on his 
father's loss, with confirmation of all his estates and 
privileges, and with them a private letter in the Bang's 
own writing, urging him to come on without delay. The 
full effect of the destruction of the army had as yet, 
perhaps, hardly been felt, and the means of retrieving 
the disaster, or repelling the invasion which was likely 
to follow, were difficult to devise. As usual, the royal 
councils were much distracted ; but, young as he was, 
the character whicb Fazil Khan had acquired among 
the soldiery during the few short months of this cam- 
paign, had raised him already to a rank far beyond 
that of his contemporaries, and even many of his 
elders. Only for Tara's long illness he would have 
proceeded to Beejapoor immediately after his arrival 
at Kurrar, and left the duty of collecting the fugitives 
to others ; but that had rendered delay unavoidable, 
and all those who had escaped slaughter had joined 



310 TARA: 

him. On the other hand, Eowas Ehan wrote that his 
preparations for the fulfilment of his marriage-contract 
were complete, and protested against further delay: 
and when the days of monming for his father should 
expire, Fazil had no valid excuse for procrastination. 
In this the lady Lurlee agreed perfectly, and her idea 
of a double marriage in the family was by no means 
unacceptable. 

In truth that long-desired event much occupied 
the good lady's thoughts, almost, indeed, engross- 
ing them. What preparations would not have to be 
made! and all by her. There were Zyna's clothes 
and Tara's to be put in hand immediately; there, were 
stores of flour, and butter, and spices, and sugar to be 
laid in, flocks of sheep to come from Afzoolpoor, all 
the dancing women in Beejapoor to be engaged, fire- 
works to be made, and sweetmeats without end. All 
the new bridal ornaments had to be designed and exe- 
cuted, and this was no easy matter. Inshalla 1 how- 
ever, she was determined it should all be done ; and 
when Lurlee Ehanum took anything into her head, 
there was less difficulty, perhaps, in doing it, than with 
others who talked mora 

They did not tarry now. An express was sent to 
the capital that they had determined to leave Kurrar 
on the ensuing Monday, and Lurlee was more than ever 
particular that on this, their last voluntary journey, all 
that could be done to insure its being propitious, should 
be observed. They were to travel south-eastward, and 
Monday was the sixth day of the month, so that the mys- 
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terious "Murdan-ool-Ghyb" (the invisible being) was 
behind them, as he ought to be. The old tablets 
showed, too, that Venus ruled the hour before noon, 
which was a very convenient time for starting, because 
every one would have bathed and eaten, and they could 
travel on till evening without diflSculty. Now, too. the 
weather was cool, nay, the air was positively cold in the 
early mornings, wKen exposure to it was not whole- 
some, and all their preparations were made accordingly. 
As they were about to enter their litters, the good lady 
made both the girls and Fazil look at themselves in a 
glass, which was the crowning ceremony of all ; and we 
believe that there never were merrier faces, or a journey 
begun in truer hope, and with more thankful hearts. 

True, Lurlee missed the familiar countenance which, 
though sometimes it used to look kindly on her, and 
sometimes was impatient, was in the main a loving 
one — sadly,— very sadly ; and as the city grew nigh, 
she had a dread, shared by Zyna and her brother, that 
the first days in the old house would be inexpressibly 
painful. So, also, when remembrances of the dear old 
Khan came over her, the good lady would weep plen- 
tifully and be the better of it ; and Qoolab and the cook 
Kurreema, who, having escaped the Mahrattas, re- 
joined her mistress at Eurrar, and had shared all her 
trials, were ever ready with pithy consolations, and 
practical expectations of the blessings in store for her 
which, indeed, she was well inclined to believe. 

We may say, too, as perhaps hardly unnatural, that 
Zyna's approaching marriage was by no means terrible 
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in contemplation : and the eagerness of her betrothed to 
have it concluded, gave earnest of the happiness which 
she hoped for, indeed felt assured of. We feel that we 
do not know much of this young man, and that, if it 
had fallen to his lot to accompany the Khan's army, 
he might have become a prominent character in this 
history, and displayed that devotion for Zyna and his 
friend Fazil, which we believe he really possessed. Bat 
after all, perhaps, it was better as it was. Who can 
say, for instance, whether he would have escaped the 
bloody field at Jowly, or the massacre in the ambush 
at Pertabgurh, — or the deadly fever of the forests and 
juDgles, which had destroyed so many who had escaped 
the sword ? 

We have no doubt, too, had the lady Lurlee set 
herself to work to find out astrological reasons why 
he did not accompany the Khan, that they would have 
been discoverable ; but as she had agreed with her 
husband that, for the present, he was better away, so 
she had left these mysteries imsolved, and the issue to 
the young man had been favourable. Not only had 
his house been put in order in all respects, and the 
ceremonies after his father's death completed, but those 
preparations begun in which Zyna was so deeply inte- 
rested, and of which our friend the Lalla, who, as we 
know, had been attached to the young nobleman by 
Afzool Khan as secretary, wrote minute and eloquent 
accounts. 

According to him, never had such preparations been 
made : while the accomplished scribe exhausted the Oul- 
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istan^ the Mejnoon-i-Leila, and other love-stories, for the 
choicest couplets to adorn his letters, he not unfrequently 
composed other verses himself. Most frequently, too, 
in the bold rough hand which Kowas Khan wrote, 
there would be a postscript to say Fazil (which meant 
Zyna) was only to believe him as devoted as ever in 
all respects ; and whenever Fazil gave these epistles 
to his sister to read, and directed especial notice 
to the postscripts, we are strongly inclined to consider 
that she found them by far their most acceptable por- 
tions. Under the constitution of Mahomedan society, 
even had her lover been in camp, he could have 
seen nothing of Zyna, and she would have been in 
stricter seclusion from him, perhaps, than others. As 
she was content to take him upon hearsay, and to 
trust, like all her people, to after-life with him, to 
know him as a lover and husband too, we do not see 
what business we have, to discuss the matter at all in 
this narrative. 

So the journey was soon over, and little more than a 
hundred miles, with a light equipage, was quickly tra- 
versed. Lurlee had written to her old friend, the 
Moolla of the ward in which they lived, to send a 
special messenger to inform her at what hour it would 
be lucky to enter the house with two expectant brides 
in company; and that worthy, in conjunction with 
other friends, had duly solved this knotty question : and 
sent a return express to meet them at the last halting- 
place, wherein all the particulars were duly disclosed, 
and, we need not say, most scrupulously observed. 
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Fazil had wished to ride on several stages in advance 
and get to court, where the King looked anxiously for 
his coming ; but Lurlee would not hear of it. " Who 
could tell/* she said, " what might not result from so 
incautious a proceeding? They had met with great 
misfortune, which was happily past ; were they to risk 
more ? No ; she was positive ; " and we believe fully, 
that they were all much too happy together, to wrangle 
with her. 

Fazil saw Tara daily ; and she and Zyna were little 
troubled by Lurlee, who was now busied in consulta- 
tions with her domestic advisers^ which appeared to be 
delightfully interminable. Every now and then, how- 
ever, she would come into the tent where they sat — ^for 
Zyna was teaching Tara the pretty embroidery-work 
she practised herself — ^and, looking at Tara and sajring 
nothing, would pass her hands over her, and press them 
against her temples, to remove evil, and then go away 
smiling. 

Ah yes, she was very precious now. If Zyna or 
Tara laughingly asked how much evil could have accu- 
mulated in those short intervals, the good lady would 
shake her head, and once shocked Zyna by sajring, 
that she should not think even, of Tara's beauty, lest it 
should altogether depart. We believe, however, that 
Zyna did not fear such a catastrophe. It was growing 
much too palpable and real to be doubted, or to be in 
danger of fading away : and became only the greater 
when, as Zyna looked at it, and whispered something 
which was probably a secret between the girls, though 
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Anunda guessed it as she sat with them, Tara covered 
her face, or hid it in Zyna's neck, or in her mother's 
bosom. 

But the first few days after they arrived — in spite 
of congratulations of friends — of kind messages from 
the palace — of piles of Nuzzurs, or ofierings of various 
kinds — ^were melancholy ones to all, yet tempered with 
grateful acknowledgments of providential care. Im- 
mediately on arrival, the requisite offerings were de- 
spatched to all the holy places of the neighbourhood 
and the city itself, as they had before arranged. The 
old MooUa, as almoner, collected a strange tribe of 
vagrant Fakeers, who were fed to repletion in the large 
courtyards ; and the Shastree and Anunda, made their 
offerings after their own fashion, at Hindu temples. 

The journey, and the constant association with 
Lurlee and Zyna, had done much to reconcile Anunda 
to Mahomedan ways ; and, perhaps, in such matters 
women are more facile than men, for she was prepared 
for the evidences of wealth and rank which she saw on 
her arrival ; but her husband and Fazil did not make 
much progress. The simple Hindu priest could not 
bring himself to be on an equality with the young 
Mahomedan noble; but he admitted the respect of 
Fazil for him gratefully, and a sincere affection sprang 
up between them out of it, which, if undemonstrative, 
was not the less permanent. 

All Vyas Shastree now wished for, was the un- 
avoidable termination. Till it took place he was 
not in his proper position. Few, if any, Bramhuns 
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knew the history of Tara in the capital ; but he did 
not feel justified, being impure, in visiting members of 
his own sect, till he had performed expiatory cere- 
monies, and so, with his wives, kept himself secluded 
in a court of the house specially allotted to him, and 
the garden we know of, the shade and quiet of which 
suited him. Badha, too, required rest and care ; and 
so a month passed, for Lurlee would not be hurried. 
She had much on hand, she said, and must do it after 
her own fashion ; and no one interfered with her and 
her assistants. 

Perhaps we need not follow the good lady to the end 
of it; but as all matters of this kind, when loving 
care directs them, have an inevitably happy conclusion, 
so we are bound to relate that nothing was wanting 
here. Tara said that Zyna's marriage might be as 
splendid as it could be made, and suited to the rank 
and condition of two noble houses ; but with her it 
should be different, and so it was; If there was a 
shade of disappointment upon the old lady's brow, 
because the son of Afzool Ehan was not married with 
the same splendour as the son of the late Wuzeer, who 
had no family to boast of, it passed away when Fazil 
himself declared it could not be otherwise, and the 
wistful pleading face of Tara confirmed it. 

So, as part of the magnificent ceremony which united 
Zyna to her betrothed — the like of which had not been 
seen in Beejapoor for years — Tara was admitted to the 
Mahomedan faith, and the blessing of Grod and the 
peace of the Prophet said over her as she repeated the 
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new creed, received her new name of Aydsha, and was 
received into her new home. Then the chief K&zee, 
who had conducted the prayers, blessed all, and cried 
with a loud voice, solemnly — 

" Lord God ! grant that such love may live be- 
tween these couples, thy servants, as was between 
Adam and Eve, Abraham and Sara, Moses and Sufoora, 
his highness Mahomed — on whom be peace — and 
Ay^sha. Ameen and ameen ! " and all the assembly 
repeated solemnly, " Ameen and ameen ! '' 

Some of the old Khan's friends wondered, some 
sneered, some blamed the young man's choice, but more 
congratulated him; for, as they said, " though she was 
once an infidel, she is now a true believer ; and, after 
all, was he not free to choose what would best insure 
his own honour and happiness?" We are bound to 
record, however, that those matrons who, being privi- 
leged friends and guests, were indulged with a sight 
of the bride's beautiful face — as Tara's veil was raised 
from amidst the cloud of gauze and silver tissue in 
which it was enveloped — did not wonder at all that it 
had been irresistible ; and there might have been some 
envious also, regretting that daughters of their own had 
lost their chance in the choice which Fazil had made. 
So, to prevent any evil consequences, Lurlee, with her 
own hands, waved over Tara's head in succession, tray 
after tray of lighted lamps and certain condiments which 
would infallibly avert evil glances, and ended by passing 
her hands over the bride and blessing her. " Mayst 
thou be fruitful," she said, embracing her, " and remain, 
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with beauty nndiminished, the joy of thy lord ; and 
may his love for thee increase till it is fulfilled and 
perfected in Paradise. So be thou blessed, O my 
daughter, altogether ! '* 

Even more fervently did her mother bless Tara. 
Although Anunda had cheerfully taken part in those 
portions of the ceremonies that were possible without 
clashing with the observances of her own faith, yet for 
the most part they were strange, and she had felt out 
of place. But she and her husband were thankful 
they had witnessed all to the close — ^thankful that Tara 
had been with them to the last. Henceforth their lives 
must be divided, but there was an assurance of honour 
and protection to their child which soothed the in- 
evitable separation, and filled their hearts with hope 
and trust. 

Long she sat alone with them, and they spoke of the 
future calmly and joyfully. There had been no mis- 
giving from the first ; and while they could not, if they 
would, have recalled Tara to their own faith, they saw 
in her future life as much of true happiness as they 
could have wished for. So they blessed her; and after 
their own simple fashion put her hands into Fazil's : 
and he took her from them, and, touching their necks, 
vowed to be faithful, and they believed him. 

" They have given thee to me, beloved," Fazil said 
to Tara, as her parents departed on their journey home- 
wards. " Now fear not. As sacred to me as my vow 
before the priest, was the last vow to them. Fear not 
now, Ay&ha!" 
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" I would rather be Tara to thee, my lord, for ever," 
she said shyly. " The little maiden who, once rescued 
by thee from dishonour, has lived in thy heart since 
then, cannot change to thee, even in name." 

"Be it so,*' he replied. "To thy new people be 
Ay^sha ; to me, Tara — so be witness, my God and thy 
God — evermore!" 



CHAPTEE XXXII. 



EPILOGUE. 

Perhaps I ought to have told my fair readers more 
of the particulars of this double marriage, but I 
am afraid they would have fouud them as tiresome in 
the relation, as Zyna and Tara did in actual sufferance 
of the nine days of their continuance. We can at 
least imagine that, with unlimited means, the jewels 
and trousseaux provided for both brides by the lady 
Lurlee (and these things are as indispensable there as 
here) were — perfection. And we may also state thus 
much in confidence, that particular friends were ad- 
mitted to private views of them. The young to be 
envious : the old to be congratulatory — envious too, 
perhaps, who knows ? — for such things happen there as 
well as here. Then, as marriage gifts were presented 
by friends, there were trays upon trays from the Queen 
to both of jewels, brocades, and muslins, which need 
not be specified ; and the royal lady availed herself of 
her privilege to see the brides, and put sugar-candy into 
both their mouths, wondering at Tara's beauty, and 
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heartily wishing them both God-speed on their life's 
journey. 

Did not also the poets of the city write verses, and 
the singers sing them ; and are they not sung there to 
this day ? Were there not poor folk fed by hundreds, 
Hindus as well as Mussulmans, and clothed too? and 
was there one of the sixteen hundred mosques in the 
city, where alms and thank-offerings were not distri- 
buted in proportion to their importance ? *' No one 
else remained to be married," said the lady Lurlee, 
when she had collected all the poor couples she could 
hear of, given them clothes, and had them married 
with her children. And, Mashalla ! of what had been 
done, she was in nowise ashamed. No, indeed ; 
and plenteous were the congratulations and blessings 
showered upon her, and upon them all, by high and 
low. 

Vyas Shastree, Anunda, and Eadha, remained long 
enough to see Tara reconciled to her new station in life, 
and to appreciate, how irresistibly charming the quiet 
natural dignity of the Bramhun girl became, among 
the new society into which her destiny had thrown her. 
But, beloved as she was by many a sincere friend 
among her new faith — as years passed, the devotion 
borne to her by the retainers of the house, the farmers 
on her husband's vast estates, and the poor every- 
where, was most affecting to witness, and increased with 
time ; and her parents heard with joy and pride, far 
away in their own home, of the bounty of the good 
lady, Ay^sha Khanum. 
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They left their daughter, then, at peace ; and her last 
connection with the temple, where her father served, 
and where she was long remembered, was the presen- 
tation to the shrine, of the necklace she had vowed 
to it, which was taken there in solemn processioii, 
and bung round the neck of the imaga Some time 
afterwards, and when all expiatory ceremonies were 
completed, Eadha's first child was bom — a son, which 
Anunda adopted as her own : and in her care for it, 
found love and occupation to fill her heart and her 
time, and to supply, in some part^ Tara's absence. 

Mother and daughter met, however, frequently. No 
entire year elapsed without a reunion, and in the course 
of time came children too, who climbed in turn about 
the good dame's lap and called her grandmother. Then 
her heart clave to them — strangers though they were in 
faith — and after her own simple fashion she lived much 
among them during the latter years of a tranquil and 
happy life. Sometimes the Shastree came with her to 
Beejapoor, but not often. 

Fazil Khan lived in stormy times and bore his part 
in them. The destruction of the force under his 
father's command had not only been a sore loss to the 
King's army, both in materiel and in men,* but a vital 
blow at the very existence of the kingdom and of the 
Mahomedan power in India. Treacherously as it had 
been gained, the Bajah Sivaji did not slumber on his 

* The loss of the Beejapoor anny at Jowly was 4000 horses, 
with all the guns, elephants, camels, matSriel, and treasure of the 
army. 



A MAHRATTA TALE. 323 

victory. His people were assured it had been suggested 
by divine counsel, and carried out by divine aid, and 
that their prince thenceforth was an incarnation of di- 
vinity. He, perhaps aided by his mother, believed this 
of himself, propagated the belief, and acted upon the 
effect of it. He was everjrwhere active and persever- 
ing: now invading the kingdom of Beejapoor, plunder- 
ing up to the gates of the capital, and inflicting rapid 
and terrible blows in all directions : now attacking 
the Mogul posts and forts, and extending his autho- 
rity until, though professing subservience to both, he 
became virtually independent equally of Dehli and 
Beejapoor, and finally assumed the state and insignia 
of a sovereign. 

Fazil Khan had not long concluded his marriage cere- 
monies, ere he was called upon to take the command of 
part of a new army, with which the King took the 
field in person. Tara would not leave him, and shared 
the fatigue and peril of the new campaign in a manner 
which called forth the lady Lurlee's warmest approba- 
tion. She had not been more, she said, to his father than 
Tara was to his son, and she always contrasted her prac- 
tical usefulness and endurance, with the behaviour of 
other ladies who could not leave luxurious palaces, and 
the state and splendour which had greater charms for 
them, than the rough vicissitudes of camp life. 

For a time the royal forces succeeded in checking 
the Mahratta incursions and restoring tranquillity on 
the borders, and Fazil Khan continued, like his father, 
to render service as a commander whenever he was 
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called upon ; but he could not be induced to take office 
in the administration, and as disquiet and intrigue at 
the capital became more formidable, retired for the 
most part to his estate of Afzoolpoor, near the Bheeina 
river, and usually lived there, visiting Beejapoor only 
on occasions of ceremony. He never married again, as 
the law would have allowed, and at his death was 
buried beside his wife in the mausoleum which his 
father had built at Afzoolpoor, and where such of the 
remains of the old Khan as could be afterwards re- 
covered, had been deposited. The mausoleum still 
exists as perfect as when built, and on the several 
anniversaries of their deaths, flowers are strewn by 
the Mahomedan priests of the town and by the people 
over their graves, and prayers are said for the repose 
of their souls in Paradise. 

We have said that the Mahomedan power in India 
received its first material check in the massacre at 
Pertabgurh, and we state this advisedly. That event, 
in 1657, led as directly to its ruin, and the steady rise 
of the Mahratta predatory power, as did the English 
victory of Plassey, in 1 757, to the destruction of the 
Mahratta and Mahomedan powers of India. For 
though, by the conquests and subversion of all the in- 
dependent Mahomedan kingdoms of the Dekhan by 
Aurungzeeb, the empire of Dehli culminated to its 
highest splendour, — ^it was not maintained: and rapidly 
fell to pieces under the effects of disastrous civil wars 
on the one hand, and the increasing power of the 
Mahrattas on the other. In 1689, Beejapoor was 
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again attacked by the Mogul armies under the Emperor 
in person, and, surrendering by capitulation, ceased to 
be an independent kingdom. The rest is matter of 
general history, with which this particular chronicle 
has no concern. 

Sivaji died in 1680, after a life which was a stirring 
romance from first to last, but not before the power he 
had aroused and created had become for the present 
invincible — fulfilling his mother's prophecy,' that the 
Hindu war-cry, "Hur, Hur, Mahadeo!" should be 
shouted in victory throughout the land of Hind, in 
triumph to the Goddess who led it on, from Dehli to 
Ramdshwur. 

It was singular that Eowas E^han, with his father's 
tragical fate fresh in his memory, should have been 
unable to resist the same temptations to treason and 
treachery. Though he had ceased them for a while, the 
Emperor Aurungzeeb renewed his intrigues at Bee- 
japoor ; for Kowas Khan, who became regent of the 
State after the King All Adil Shah's death, entered 
into negotiations with the Mogul general. Khan Jeh&Q, 
who commanded in the adjoining provinces, to give a 
daughter of the royal house in marriage to a son of the 
Emperor's, and as the price of this, to hold the king- 
dom of Beejapoor himself in dependence, which had 
been his father's aim also. The plot was discovered, 
however, and Kowas Khan was assassinated in 1675, 
eighteen years after the events we have recorded. 

Some of his lineal descendants still survive, and 
the memory of the lady Zyna and of her beauty lives 
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among them. There is a noble mausoleum on the west 
side of the town of Suggur, in the province of Shora- 
poor, which, at the period of which we write, belonged 
to this family. It was begun by the " Wuzeer " of 
Beejapoor, and finished by his son'Kowas Khan : and 
in it the remains of the lady Zyna and her husband 
rest, under the care of their descendants who, now re- 
duced in circumstances, have preserved a small village 
with its lands, which adjoins the tomb, as the only rem- 
nant of the once princely estates which were held by 
their ancestors ; and the revenues of this village, vrhich 
had originally been assigned in payment of oil for the 
mausoleum, are now their only support. They are, 
however, most respectable. The soubriquet of Wuzeer 
is still attached to them ; and the head of the family, 
Sofee Sahib, still preserves much of the " aristocratic" 
dignity of descent. The family palace at Beejapoor, 
though deserted, is still standing, and is, or was, one 
of the very few private buildings there of which the roof 
is entire. Perhaps by this time, however, its owner 
may have been unable to resist the price he could ob- 
tain for its massive teak timbers. The roof may have 
been sold, and the handsome rooms and courts left 
open, to decay rapidly under the influence of the 
seasons. 

A few words in relation to some other characters in 
our history, and we have done. 

Pahar Singh did not long maintain his promise of 
abstinence from violence. It had become, together 
with avarice, the ruling passion of his character, and 
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led him on, after a while, to fresh outrages ; and though 
pardoned by the King again and again, in memory of 
his strange services, it was impossible, in the end, to 
overlook the daring character of his proceedings, and 
his occupation of toyal territories. Nor was it long 
before Kowas Kian discovered the active share the 
robber chief had taken in his father's murder ; and 
though the King's acquiescence in that deed was more 
surmised than ascertained, the fact of his being ac- 
quainted with Pahar Singh's part in it was not after- 
wards denied. On an occasion, therefore, when, by a 
more than usually serious outrage, the King's pardon 
had been absolutely withdrawn, his reduction and 
punishment became unavoidable, — Kowas Klan led an 
army against the castle of Itga, Pahar Singh was slain 
in its defence, his estates confiscated, and the castle and 
its walls blown up. 

His nephew escaped, but returned to the village to 
live as a farmer under reduced circumstances. When 
Aurungzeeb conquered the country, he became again 
" Hazaree," or commander of a thousand, and the title 
remained with his descendants, who, however, never 
abandoned lawless courses. Long afterwards, a de- 
scendant, also named Pahar Singh, became a leader of , 
Dekhan Pindarees, or freebooters, after the Mahratta 
war of 1818-19, and when that crime was no longer 
practicable, took to a minor practice of it in highway 
robbery. In 1828-29, the family were found to be 
largely connected with Dacoity and Thuggee, and the * 
leading members of it were tried, convicted of both 
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crimes, and sentenced to various terms of imprisonmenti 
during which their head, Pahar Singh, diecL 

Persevering to the last, the other members, on their 
release, again took to highway robbery on horseback, 
and for a brief period were the terror of certain dis- 
tricts in the Dekhan, extending their operations, too, 
to distant points ; but they were gradually hunted 
down,* and the last -six were brought to justice by the 
writer of this chronicle in 1850, and sentenced to 
penal servitude for life. One member only of the 
family survives free, and, as late as 1860, was a private 
in the police of the district. 

Our friend the LaUa, who played a conspicuous part 
in the early portion of this history, became a prosper- 
ous and wealthy man ; but the question of his honesty 
remained an open one. He sent for his family, and 
settled at Beejapoor, and his talents gained him lucra- 
tive employment in the state. He remained attached 
to Kowas Khan, whom he is believed to have cor- 
rupted ; and, finally, as the kingdom was on the point 
of dissolution, he is said to have made peace with his old 
master, the Emperor Aurungzeeb, by materially assist- 
ing his designs, and tampering with the nobility and 
ofl&cers of the state previous to the last investment of 
the city. He probably returned to Dehli with the 
royal camp, for no traces of his family are to be found 
in Beejapoor. 

Bulwunt Eao remained as he was, the leader of a 

* They were apprehended by the author, committed to the Zillai 
Gourt of Sholapoor, and there tried by the judge. 
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troop of his own horses in the Paigah, or household 
forces of Fazil Khan. When his cousin and heredi- 
tary enemy, Tannajee Maloosray, was killed in that 
famous escalade of Singhur, near Poona, which has fur- 
nished the subject of many a Mahratta ballad, Bul- 
wunt Bao went to Sivaji, and the circumstances he 
related being well remembered, he obtained substan- 
tial justice in the restoration of his hereditary pro- 
perty. Sivaji offered him service, which was respect- 
fully declined, and the motives for refusal being 
appreciated, he was honourably dismissed. He mar- 
ried among his kinsfolk, and his wife, a practical wo- 
man, kept his house well. It is questionable, however, 
whether his habits were ever reclaimed, and he died 
before the dissolution of the Beejapoor kingdom. His 
wife, finding the care of the troop-horses irksome, 
sold them, returned with her children to the family 
estate, and settled there, and their descendants are 
now connected with many of the noble families of the 
Dekhan. 

The hunchback, Lukshmun, after his return home, 
took to Itga all that he had saved, together with 
a heavy purse of gold which Fazil E3ian had given 
him, which he buried immediately on his arrival. 
Somehow or other, however, the fact of this gold 
being possessed by him, got wind, and the idea of a 
mere retainer possessing gold at all, was too much to 
be endured by his avaricious master, who demanded to 
see it. We are sorry to record, that the poor fellow 
was obliged to submit to some rough torture, which 
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wajs more than he could bear, ere he would surrender 
it ; but Lukshmun always supposed that it was by the 
desertion of his master at Tooljapoor, rather than by 
the possession of the gold, that evil eyes fell upon him ; 
and perhaps he was right. The gold was given up to 
his chief, and by it the last link between them Tvas 
broken ; and profiting by Fahar Singh's temporary 
absence, Lukshmun, taking his wife and children -with 
him, left Itga one day, and returned to Afzoolpoor, 
where Fazil Khan's retainers were stationed, and was 
protected by them. Pahar Singh threatened to bum 
the town if he were not given up ; but Fazil Khan paid 
what was demanded for him, and he remained. 

Years afterwards, and as his lord's children grew 
up, the hunchback was their especial favourite. He 
taught the eldest boys athletic exercises, the use of 
their weapons, and riding ; and as long as any girl was 
allowed to go out of the private apartments, he carried 
her about in his arms, told charming fairy stories, and 
manufactured playthings — ^his dolls, being of all, the 
most hideous, and most ddightfuL Nor was there 
any greater treat to the children possible, than when 
their mother sometimes, and especially on certain anni- 
versaries, sent for the hunchback and Ashruf, now a 
stout cavalier in the household troop, and having seated 
them outside a screen, made them sing ballads again 
as they did once long ago ; and of all their store, 
" The Vow of the Necklace,'* was ever the greatest 
favourite with the children, because their mother's 
name was mentioned in it. With her, because — well 
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no matter : we know why, long since, and 'tis now an 
old story. 

Many years before them, and in all hononr among 
her children, as she always called them, the lady 
Lurlee passed away. She never gave up astrology, 
and found perpetual occupation in discovering lucky 
days for her grandchildren's wants, and for all sorts of 
household observances. Not a tooth could be cut, or 
any ailment of childhood exist and pass away, without 
appropriate ceremonials of thanksgiving, in the dis- 
covery of proper times for which, the old lady was held 
to be especially skilful Nor in these only. Was she 
not the authority of the neighbourhood for ascertain- 
ing lucky marriages, for deciding the proper cQlours 
for proper days of her grandchildren's dresses ; and 
did not she keep the cords of all their birthdays, and 
tie the knots in each as the anniversaries returned? 
Was she not the undisputed director of all such house- 
hold family matters, and the universal referee on them 
by all her acquaintance ? 

Her affection for Zyna and her children remained to 
the last, though she never cordially liked Kowas Khan, 
or forgave him for being the son of one who had been 
a slave. But her love for her own child, Tara — ^the 
child whom Grod had sent her — transcended that for 
Zyna. It filled her heart, and overflowed upon her 
grandchildren, who loved her dearly, and did with her 
pretty much what they pleased. After Kowas Khan's 
death she went to Zyna, and lived with her till her son 
was old enough to protect his mother ; then she settled 
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finally into the place she held with Tara and her cliil- 
dren ; and when she breathed her last, her head lay on 
Tara's bosom — resting peacefully. 

With her outward conversion to a strange faith, did 
Tara forget the old ? No, it was impossibla Though 
her studious disposition enabled her to master enougb 
Arabic, under her husband's teaching, to understand 
the daily prayers, and some simple ceremonials, yet the 
grand old Hindu hymns of the V^das, and other devo- 
tional portions of the Shastras, especially the Bhugwat 
Geeta, were never forgotten ; and when the purport of 
them was explained to her husband, he did not object 
to her reading them. She could not either, change her 
frugal mode of living ; and, to her death, never over- 
came her natural repugnance to animal food. Iq 
this respect also, her husband indulged her ; though 
perhaps the lady Lurlee thought it a sad dereliction of 
orthodox observances in general, which could only be 
overcome on the festivals of the Nowroz* or the 
Bukreed,"|- or other occasions of religious ceremonial 

When Tara was dying, and the Moollas without 
were chanting the service for her departing soul, her 
eyes seemed once to flash with a bright radiance, and 
her husband and children, who were around her, heard 
her say gently, " I come, Mother," and repeat some 
Sanscrit words. The priests, jealous of her perfect 
conversion, would have it, that she alluded to Miriam, 



* New year. 

+ Festival in commemoratioii of the offering up of Isaac ^y 
Abraham. 
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the Mother of Jesus of Nazareth, for there could be no 
other Mother. It might, indeed, be so, for she seemed 
of late to have taken a peculiar delight and interest 
in this history, especially since some Christian monks 
from Goa, who had established a mission* at the town 
of Chittapoor, only a few miles distant, had come to 
beg alms of her, and had told her of the purer faith of 
Christ, and his loving mother Mary. It might have 
been that she spoke of this ; or, more probable per- 
haps, that her spirit, trembling on the brink of the 
unknown world, had wandered back into the old days 
of her trials and deliverances, once, ere it departed. 

* The mission still exists, and is visited periodically by priests 
from Goa. There are, or were, about seventy Christians in it who, 
with an affecting simplicity, preserve their faith in purity. They 
are shepherds, weavers, and (Ustillers. 



THE END. 
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who Talued his character for either accunus7 of fhct or fairness in comment wouldlet them laaaln on* 
answered if he had any reascm to giTO."— ^snfisman's Mmgaaim*. 

AUTOBIOORAPHT OF THE REV. DR CARLTLE, 

Minister of Inveresk. Containing Memorials of the Men and Events of his 
Time. Edited by John Hill Burton. In Svo. Third Edition, with 
Portrait, Us. 

" Tlds book contains by fkr the most TiTld picture of Scottish lift and manners that has been given to 
the public since the dajrs of Sir Walter Scott In bestowing upon it this high praise, we maka no exeep- 
tion, not even In ftiTOur of Lord Cockbum's ' Memorials '—the book which resembles it most, nnd wliich 
ranks nest to it in interest.''-£c(antarBife Bevitm. 

MEMOIR OF THE POLITICAL LIFE OF EDMUND BURKE, 
With Extracts from his Writings. By the B,sv. GEORGE CROLY, D.D. 
S vols, post Svo, 18s. 

CURRAN AND HIS CONTEMPORARIES. 

By CHARLES PHILLIPS, Esq., A.B. A New Edition, down Svo, 7b. 6d. 

"OertainlToneof the most extraordinary pieces of biography erar produced. No Ubisry 

should be without it"- Lord Broui/ham. 

" Nerer, perhaps, was there a more curious collection of portraits crowded befbrs into the nmo caa- 
TasB."— Tmea. 

MEMOIR OF MRS HEMAN3. 

By her SISTER. With a Portrait Fcap. Svo, fia. 

LIFE OF THE LATE REV. JAMES ROBERTSON, D.D., 

F.R.S.E., Professor of Divinity and Ecclesiastical History in the UniTersity 
of Edinburgh. By the Rev. A. H. CHARTERIS, M.A., Minister of New- 
abbey. With a Portrait SVo, price 10s. 6d. 

E8SA YS; HISTORICAL, POLITICAL, AND MISCELLANEOUS. 
By Sir ARCHIBALD ALISON, Bart 8 vols, demy Svo, 4fiB. 

ESSAYS IN HISTORY AND ART. 
By R. H. PATTERSON. Viz.: 

COLOUR IN NATURE AND ART— REAL AND IDEAL BEAUTY— 4Kn7LPrX7BE^ 
ETHNOLOGY OF EUROPE — UTOPIAS— OUR INDIAN EMPIRE— THE KATIOKAI. 
UFB OF CHINA— AN IDEAL ART-OONQRE88 — ^BATTLE OF THE STYLES— GBHIUa 
AND LIBERTY— YOUTH AND SUMMER— RECORDS OF THE PAST : NINEVEH AND 
BABYLON— INDLA : ITS CASTES AND CREEDS—" CHRISTOPHER NORTH I '* IN 
MEMORLAM. In 1 voL Bvo, 12s. 
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NORMAK SINCLAIR. FiaUm. 

By W. E. ATTOUN, D.G.L., Author of 'Lays of the Scottish CavaUers/ 
iio. iK. In 8 vols, post 8vo, Sis. 6d. 

THE OLD BACHELOR IN THE OLD SCOTTISH VILLAGE. 
By THOMAS AIRD. Fcap. 8yo, 4s. 

SIR EDWARD BULWER LYTTON'S NOVELS. 

Library Edition. Printed flrom a large and readable type. In Volumes of a 
convenient and handsome form. 8v0j 6s. each— viz.: 

The Caxton Novels, 10 Volumes : 
The Cozton Family. 2 vols. l What will he do with it? 

My Novel 4 vols. I 4 vols. 

Historical Bomances, 11 Volumes : 

Devereuz. 2 vols. I The Siege of Grenada. 1 vol. 

The Last Days of PompeiL 2 vols. The Last of the Barons. j2 vols. 

Rienzt 2 vols. ( Harold. 2 vols. 

Romances, 5 Volumes : 
The Pilgrims of the Bhine. Eugene Aram. 2 vols. 

1 vol ZanonL 2 vols. 

Novels of Life and Mannebs, 16 Volumes : 



Pelham. 2 vols. 
Tlie Disowned. S vols. 
Paul Clifford. 2 vols. 
Oodolphin. 1 vol. 
Ernest Maltravers — ^First Part. 
2 vols. 



Ernest Maltravers — Se- 
cond Part (i.«. Alice.) 
2 vols. 

Night and Morning. 
2 vols. 

Lucretia. 2 vols. 



" It is of the hMidlMt of slswi the paper is good ; and the type, which leeiDS to be new, is my elear 
and beautlAiL There are no pictorea The whole charm of the preaentment of the TOiame consists 
in Its handinesi, and the tempting cleamea and beaut7 of the type, which almost converts Into a plea- 
sure the mere act of following the printer's linei^ and leaves the author's mind free to exert its uaol>- 
structed force upon the reader."— Sanminer. 

" Nothing oould be better as to sise, tjrpe, paper, and general getmp."— ./lft«n<BMm. 

JESSIE CAMERON: A HIGHLAND STORT. 

By the Lady RACHEL BUTLER. Second Edition. Small 8vo, wHh a 
Frontispiece, 2s. 6d. 

SOME PASSAGES IN THE LIFE OF ADAM ^LAIR, 

And History of Matthew Wald. By the Author of * Valerius.' Fcap. 8vo, 
4s. doth. 

CAPTAIN CLUTTERBUCK'S CHAMPAGNE: 

A West Indian Reminiscence. Post 8vo, 12s. 

SCENES OF CLERICAL LIFE. 

The Sad Fortunes of Amos Barton— Mr Oilfll*s Love^Story-^wiet'/B Bep^nt- 
snce. By GEORGE M^Oft. 2 vols. feap. Svo, 128. 

ADAM BEDS. 

By GEORGE ELIOT. 2 vois. fcap. 8vo, 128. 

THE MILL ON THE FLOSS. 

By GEORGE ELIOT. 3 vols. fcap. 8vo, 12s. 

SILAS MARNER: THE WEAVER OF RAVELOE. 
By GEORGE ELIOT. Fcap. 8vo, 68. 

THE NOVELS OF GEORGE ELIOT, 

Cheap Edition, complete in 3 vols., price j6b. fach— viz.: 
Adam Beds. 

The Mill on the Floss. 
BoBirai or CLsaicAi. Life, and Sii<as Kassxe. 



6 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

Fietitm. ANNALS OF THE PARISH, AND AYRSHIRE LEGATEES. 
By JOHN GALT. Fcap. 8vo, 48. cloth. 

SIR ANDREW W7LIE. 

By JOHN GALT. Fcap. Svo, 4a. cloth. 

THE PROVOST, AND OTHER TALES 
By JOHN GALT. Fcap. Svo, 4s. cloth. 

THE ENTAIL. 

By JOHN GALT. Fcap. 8vo, 4s. cloth. 

THE YOUTH AND MANHOOD OF CYRIL THORNTON 
By Caftaik HAMILTON. Fcap. 8vo, 48. doth. 

LADY LEE'S WIDOWHOOD, 

By LiEUT.-CoL. E. B. HAMLEY. Crown 8vo, with 13 niustrationa by the 
Author. 6s. 

THE LIFE OF MANSIE WA UCH, 

Tailor in Dalkeith. By D. M. MOIB. Fcap. 8yo, 8s. cloth. 

NIGHTS AT MESS, SIR FRIZZLE PUMPKIN, AND OTHER 
TALES. Fcap. 8vo, Ss. cloth. 

KATIE STEWART: A TRUE STORY. 

By Mbs OLIPHANT. Fcap. 8yo, with Frontispiece and Vignette. 4a. 

PEN OWEN. 

Fcap. 8vo, 48. doth. 

PENINSULAR SCENES AND SKETCHES. 

Fcap. 8vo, Ss. cloth. 

REGINALD DALTON 

By the Authbr of • Valerius.* Fcap. 8vo, 4s. cloth. 

LIFE IN THE FAR WEST. 

By G. F. BUXTON, Esq. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 4a. 

TOM CRINGLES LOG. 

A New Edition. With Illustrations by Stanfield, Weib, Skelton, Walkib, 
Ac, Engraved by Whympxr. Grown 8vo, 6s. 

"'ErtTjYtodj who hai lUl«d to rmd 'Tom Crin^let Log ' ihoald do M aft onoe. Tho ' 
Tiew ' went lo fitr m to sav that the paper* eompoelng it, when it flnt appeared in * 
the nuMt brilliant leriea or the time, and Chat time one unriralled for the number of &«»»«- t=^im 
exiting in it. Coleridge w^jt, in hii « Table Talk.' that the ' Log' i« mort ezceUent; and thew wnUW 
hare been raUfled bj generation! of men and boyn, and b7 the manifestation of Continental "PIVm 
which it ihown by repeated tranilationa. The engrarings illuftrating the prsMnt imae are exoelMo*- - 



TOM CRINGLES LOG. 

Fcap. 8vo, 48. cloth. 

THE CRUISE OF THE MIDGE. 

By the Author of 'Tom Cringle's Log.' Fcap. 8vo, 4s. doth. 

CHAPTERS ON CHURCHYARDS. 

By Mhs SOUTHEY. Fcap. 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

THE SUBALTERN. 

By the Author of the ' The Chelsea Pensioners.* Fcap. 8vo, 8a. doth. 
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CHRONICLES OF CARLINOFORD: SALEM CHAPEL, FietUm. 

Second Edition. Complete in 1 voL, price 6s. 

" This ttorjr, to fresh, so powerAillr written, and so tnglo, stands oat from among Its fellows like a 
piece of newlr-colned (told in a handful of dim commonplace shillings. Tales of pastwal experience and 
scenes from clerical life we hare liad in plentr. but the sacred things of the oonrenticle, the relative pod- 
tion of pastor and flocic in a Nonconforming ' connection,' were but guewed at by the world outside, and 
terrible is the revelaUon.''- IFssdniMter Jiwiew. 

CHRONICLES OF CARLINOFORD: THE RECTOR, AND 

THE DOCTOR'S FAMILY. PostSvo, 128. 

TALES FROM BLACKWOOD. 

Complete in 12 vols., bound in cloth, IBs. The Volames are sold separately, 
Is. 6d ; and may be had of most Booksellers, in Six Volumes, handsomely 
half-bound in red morocco. 

CONTSNT& 

Vol. I. The Olenmutchkln Railway.— Vanderdecken's Message Home.— The 
Floating Beacon.— Colonna the Painter.— Napoleon.— ▲ Legend of Gibral- 
tar.— The Iron Shroud. 

Vol. II. Lazaro's Legacy.— A Story without a Tail.— Fanstus and Queen Eliza- 
beth.— How I became a Teoman.— Devereuz HalL— The Metempsychosis. 
—College Theatricals. 

Vol. III. A Readhig Party in the Long Vacation.— Father Tom and the Pope. 
—La Petite Madelaine. — Bob Burke's Duel with Ensign Brady. —The 
Headsman : A Tale of Doom.— The Wearyful Woman. 

Vol. IV. How I stood for the Dreepdaily Bur^.— First and Last— The Duke's 
Dilemma: A Chronicle of Niesen8tein.—llie Old Gentleman's Teetotum. — 
" Woe to us when we lose the Watery Wall."— My College Friends : Charles 
Russell, the Gentleman Commoner.~>The Magic Lay of the One-Horse Chay. 

Vol. V. Adventures in Texas.— How we got Possession of the Tuileries. — Cap- 
tain Paton's Lament— The Village Doctor.— A Singular Letter fh)m South- 
ern Africa. 

Vol. VL My Friend the Dutchman.— My College Friends— No. II. : Horace 
Leicester.— The Emerald Studs.— My College Friends— No. IIL : Mr W. 
Wellington Hurst— Christine : A Dutch Story.— The Man in the Bell. 

Vol. VII. Mv English Acquaintance.— The Murderer's Last STight. —Narration 
of Certain Uncommon Things that did formerly happen to Me, Herbert 
linilis, B.D.— The Wags.- The Wet Wooing : A Narrative of '98.— Ben-na- 
Groich. 

Vol. VIII. The Surveyor's Tale. By Professor Aytoun.— The Forrest-Race 
Romance.— Di Vasari: A Tale of Florence. — Sigismund Fatello.— The 
Boxes. 

Vol. IX. Rosaura : A Tale of Madrid.— Adventure in the North-West Territory. 
—Harry Bolton's Curacy.— The Florida Pirate.— The Pandour and his 
Princess.- The Beauty Draught 

Vol. X. Antonio di Carara.— The Fatal Repast.— The Vision of Cagliostro.— 
The First and Last Kiss.— The Smuggler's Leap.— The Haunted and the 
Haunters.— The Duellists. 

Vol. XI. The Natolian Story-Teller.- The First and Last Crime.— John Rintonl. 
— Mi^Jor Moss.— The Premier and his Wife. 

Vol. XII. Tickler among the Thieves !— The Bridegroom of Bama.— The Invol- 
untary Experimentalist— Lebrun's Lawsuit— The Snowing-up of Strath 
Lugas.— A Few Words on Social Philosophy. 

THE WONDER-SEEKER; 

* Or, The History of Charles Douglas. By M. FBA8ER TTTLER, Author of 
* Tales of the Great and Brave,' Ac. A New Edition. Fcap. 8vo, as. 6d. 



8 BOOKS PUBUSMfiO BY 

FtetUyiu VALEltWS: A ROMAN^ STORY. 

Fcap. 8vo, 88. clotlL 

TBE DIARY OF A LATE PHYSICIAN, 

By SAMU£L WABBEN, D.C.L. 1 toL crown 8to, (to. Od. 

TEN THOUSAND A YEAR. 

By SAMUEfa WABBEN, D.C.L. 2 vols, crown dvo, 9a. 

NOW AND THEN, 

By SAMUBL YTARKEtf, D.CL. Grown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

THE LILY AND THE BEE, 

By SAMUEL WABBEN, D.C.L. Crown 8to, 2a. 

MISCELLANIES. 

By SAMUEL WABBEN, D.C.L. Crown 8vo, 59. 

WORKS OF SAMUEL WARREN, D.C.L. 
Uniform Edition. 6 vols, crown 8to, 24s. 

WORKS OF PROFESSOR WILSON. 

Edited by his Son-in-Law, Professor FERBiEa. In 12 vols, crown 8 vo, £3, 1 2s. 

RECREATIONS OF CHRISTOPHER NORTH, 
By PRoraaon yfllAON. In it voU. «rown 8vo, 128. 

THE NOCTES AMBROSIANJB, 

By Fboj-bssob WU^ON. With M otes and a dlossftty. In 4 vols, care wn Svo, 
248. 

A CHEAP EDITION OF THE NOCTES AMBROSIANjB. 

J^Tow publishing in Monthly Fftrts, price One Shilling each. 

LIGHTS AND SHADOWS OF SCOTTISH LIFE, 

By PBorESSOB WILSON. Fcap. Svo, 8s. cloth. 

THE TRIALS OF MARGARET LYNDSAY. 
By PnoFBSson WII^ON. Fcap. Svo, 8s. cloth. 

THE FORESTERS 

By pRorEssoR WILSON. Fcap. 8vo, Ss. doth. 

TALES, 

By Profesbor WILSON. Comprising * The Lights and Shadows of Scottish 
Life;' *The Trials of Margaret Lyndsay;' and *The Foresters.' lu 1 toL 
crown Svo, 6s. cloth. 

ESSAYS, CRITICAL AND IMAGINATIVE, 
By pRonssoR WILSON. 4 vols, crown Svo, 248. 
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THE BOOK-HUNTER, ETC. 

By JOHN HIIiL BURTON. New Edition. In erown 8vo, 78. 6d. 

" A book pIflMuit to lo(A at and pleMuit to fmmI— pleftMuit from Iti rich store of aneodoto, Iti fftnlaUlf. 
and Its humour, even to penoiu who care little for the mbjecta of which it treats, bat b^nd measure de- 
U«htftil to those who are In an/ degree member' of the above-mentioned ftateruitgr."— )SatHr(ioy Bttitm. 

** We hare not been more amused Ibr along time: and CTecr reader who takes interest in tTPOgnpliy 
and iu oonsequenoes will mj the same, if he will bsginto nad; begiaaing, he wiU finish, aadbe son^ 
when it is OTor."— ^M<ncnnn. 



"Mr Barton has now given us a pleasant book, ftell of qnalnt anecdote, and of a llvelr bookish talk. 
There is a quiet humour in it which is rerj taking, and there is a curious knowledge of MxAawhi^ is 
reaUy very sound."— fmrntasr. 

HOMER AND HIS TRANSLATORS, 

And the Greek Drama. By Professor WII^ION. Grown 8vo, 68. 

" But of all the criticisms on Homer which I have erer had the good fbrtone to read, in ot 
tMj language, the most TiTid and entirely genial are those fbund in Um 'Bsbu% CriUcal and 
Ure.'ortbelate Profhssor Wllson.">Jf r GJmMom's StMtUu on Momtr. 

THE 8KETCHER. 

By the Rbt. JOHN EA6LESL Orig^Uy published in * Blackwood's Maga- 
zine.' 8vo, 10s. 6d. 

" This Tolnme, called b7 the apprcprlale name of 'The Sketefaer,' is one that ought to be f 
studio of ereiyBngtishlandseape-pauiter. .... More instractJTe and ■Mggesttw w 
ariistsb c^yedaHy laodscaiNppaliitar^ can aoaraeljr be tauid."— like OUbt. 

ESSAYS. 

By the Rev. JOHN EAGLES, A.M. Oxon. Originally pnblished in 'Black- 
wood's Magazine.' Post Svo, 10s. 6d. 

CoMTEVTS :— Ohuich Music, and other Parochials.— Medical Attendance, and 
other Parochials.— A. few Hours at Hampton Court— Grandfkthera and 
Grandchildren. — Bitting for a Portrait. — Are there not Great Boasters 
among us?— Temperance and Teetotal Societies. — Thackeray's Lectures: 
Swift— The Crystal Palace. —Civilisation: The Census.-^ The Beggar's 
Legacy. 

ESSA rS; HISTORICAL, POLITICAL, AND MISCELLANEOUS. 
By Sir ARCHIBALD ALISON» Bart, D.C.L. Three vols., demy Svo, 468. 

LECTURES ON THE POETICAL LITERATURE OF THE 
PAST HALF-CENTURY. By D. M. MOIR Third Edition. Fcap.8vo,fia. 
''■xqnMto la 111 tMie and gcMNM in te crMalBii.'*--in«a JTflbr. 

LECTURES ON THE HISTORY OF LITERATURE, 

Ancient and Modem. From the German of F. Schlbgbl. Fcap., 68. 
" A woDderftil pertormanco bettw than aajthing we as yet hare in our own langaatak''-4tiartir4r 



THE GENIUS OF HANDEL, 

And the distinctive Cliaracter of his Sacred Compositions. Two Lectures. 
Delivered to the Members of the Edinbur^^ Philosophical Institution. Bj 
the Vert Rev. DEAN RAMSAY, Author of * Reminiscences of Scottish Life 
and Character.' In crown Svo, Ss. 6d. 

BLACKWOOD'S MAGAZINE, 

From Commencement in 1817 to December 1861. Numbers 1 to 654, forming 
90 Volumes. £31, 10s. 

INDEX TO THE FIRST FIFTY VOLUMES OF BLACKWOOD 8 
MAGAZINE. Svo, 168. 



10 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY ^ 

Poetry, LAYS OF THE SCOTTISH CAVALIERS, 

And other Poems. By W. EDM0ND8T0UNE AYTOUN, D.C.L.. Professor 
of Rhetoric and English Literature in the University of Edinbui^Kh. Four- 
teenth Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 7s. 6d. 



*' Profinwr Ajtoun'a * Layi of the ScottiBh CaTaliers *—m Tolome of vene which shorn that Bootlaad ha 

jet a po«c. Full of the true fire, it now stiiB and twelb like a t " .-^- . ^ . 

and wild as the waU of a Uicfalaad ^^ts9."— Quarterly B/arina. 



i true fire, it now sties and swells like a trumpet-note— now stuks ia cad a nc c i md 



BOTH WELL: A POEM. 

By W. EDMONDSTOUNE AYTOUK, D.C.L. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 

7s. Cd. 
" P ro ftw Bor Aytoan has prodneed a fine poem and an able argamentt and 'Bothvell' will aaoredljr 
take its stand among the classioB of Scottish literaturaL"— The Press. 

THE BALLADS OF SCOTLAND. 

Edited by Professor Aytoun. Second Edition. 2 vols. fcap. 8vo, 12s. 

" Mo oountrr can boast of a richer ooUeetion of Ballads than Seotland. and no Sditor fbr these Bsllsdi 
could be found more accomplished than Profassor Aytoun. He has sent forth two beautify Tolmnes which 
range with * Percy's Reliques '—which, for completeness and accural, leave little to be dcelred— whidi 
must henceforth be cimsidered as the standard edition of the Scottish BalladL and which we eommend 
as a model to any among ounelves who maj think of doing like aenrice to the English Ballada**— nawt 

POEMS AND BALLADS OF GOETHE. 

Translated by Professor Attouk and Theooobb Martin. Second Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo, 6s. 
" There Is no doubt that these are the best translations oi Ooethe'k mairellouslj-cat genu wfaldi have 
7«t been published."- Snmet. 

THE BOOK OF BALLADS 

Edited by Bom Gaultieb. Seventh Edition, with numerous IHnstiBtions by 
DoTLE, Leech, and Growquill. Gilt edges, post 8vo, Ss. Od. 

FIRMILIAN; OR, THE STUDENT OF BADAJO& 

A Spasmodic Tragedy. By T. PERCY JONES. In small 8vo, 6s. 

*' Humour of a kind most rare at all times, and espectallr in the p r e se nt daj. runs through ererr pef^ 
and pasHges of true poetry and delicious Ternflcatlon prevent the continual plaj of sarcasnx fh>m beeon- 
log tedious."— /.itsrary GiuelU. 

POETICAL WORKS OF THOMAS AIRD. 

Fourth Edition. In 1 voL fcap. Svo, 6s. 

POEMS 

By the Ladt FLORA HASTINGS. Edited by her Sister. Second Edition, 
vrlth a Portrait. Fcap., 7s. 6d. 

THE POEMS OF FELICIA HEMANS. 

Complete in 1 vol. royal 8vo, with Portrait by Fikden. Cheap Edition, 
12s. 6d. Anotlier Edition, with MEMOIR by her Sister. Seven vols, fcap., 
85s. Another Edition, in 6 vols., cloth, gilt edges, 24s. 
The following Works of Mrs Hehams are sold separately, bound in cloth, gilt 

edges, 4s. each : — 
Records of Woman. Forest Sanctdarv. Sonos of the AFFEcnovSi 

Dramatic Works. Tales and Historic Scenes. Moral and Bkli- 

Gious Poems. 

THE ODYSSEY OF HOMER. 

Translated into English Verse in the Spenserian Staiusa. By PHILIP STAK- 
HOPE WORSLEY, M. A-, Scholar of Corpus Christi College. 2 vols, crown 
8vo, 18s. 

** Mr Worslef,— appljlng the Spenserian stana, that beautiftil romantic measure, to the most ronantie 
poem of the ancient worla— maUng the stania yield him, too (what it never jielded to B{vron), itt tt** 
sons offluldltj and sweet esse— above all, bringing to his task a truly poetical sense and skill.— hss pr» 
dueed a version of the ' Odyssey' much the most pleasing of thoee hitherto produced, and which u de> 
Ughtftil to Nad."— Pro/essor Arnold on TroaulaUng Uonur. 
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POEMS AND TRANSLATIONS Pottry, 

By PHILIP STANHOPE WORSLBT, M.A., Scholar of Corpus Christi 
College, Oxford. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. 

POEMS. 

By ISA. In small 8vo, 4s. 6d. 

POETICAL WORKS OF D. M. MOIR. 

With Portrait, and Memoir by Thomas Aird. Second Edition. 2 vols, 
fcap. 8vo, 12s. 

LECTURES ON THE POETICAL LITERATURE OF THE 
PAST HALF-CENTURY. By D. M. MOIR (A). Second Edition. Fcap. 
Svo, 5s. 

" A deUghtftil fxAvoM."— Morning Chroniele. 

" Exquiaite in its ta<t« and generous in its criticUmi."— IfuflA Jftfler. 

THE COURSE OF TIME: A POEM. 

By ROBERT POLLOK, A.M. Twenty-third Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. 

"Of deep KDd ballowed impress, ftill of noble thoughu and graphic conceptions— the production of a 
mind alire to the great relations of being, and the sublime smiplidty of our religion."— Bioefeioood's 
MagoMint. 

AN ILLUSTRATED EDITION OF THE COURSE OF TIME. 

In large 8vo, bound in cloth, richly gilt, 21s. 

" There has been no modem poem in the English languam, of the class to which the 'Course of Time ' 
belongs, dnoe Hilton wrote, that can be compiured to it In the present Instance the artistic talents of 
U easrs PotTKK, Olaytow, Tbxnikl, Btams, Daucikl, Orbrv, and Woods, hare been employed in giving 
expression to the sublimity of the language, by equally exquisite illustrations, all of which are of the 
highest clasa»-iWi'«Jf«sM»aw. 

POEMS AND BALLADS OF SCHILLER. 

Translated by Sir Edwabd Bulweb Lytton, Bart. Second Edition. 8yo, 
10s. 6d. 

ST STEPHEN'S; 

Or, Illustrations of Parliamentary Oratory. A Poem. Comprising—Tym— 
Vane— Strafford— Halifax— -Shaftesbury— St John— Sir R. Walpole— Chester- 
field — Carteret — Chatham — Pitt — Fox — Burke— Sheridan— Wilberforce— 
Wyndham— Conway— Castlereagh— William Lamb (Lord Melbourne)— Tier- 
ney — Lord Grey — O'Connell — Plunkett— Shiel— Follett— Macaulay— Peel. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

LEGENDS, LYRICS, AND OTHER POEMS. 

By B. SIMMONS. Fcap., 7s. 6d. 

SIR WILLIAM CRICHTON—ATHELWOLD—OUIDONE: 
Dramas by WILLIAM SMITH, Author of ' Thomdale,' &c. S2mo, 2s. 6d. 

THE BIRTHDAY, AND OTHER POEMS, 

By Mas SOUTH EY. Second Edition, 5s. 

ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE LYRIC POETRY AND MUSIC 

OF SCOTLAND. By WILLIAM STENHOUSE. OrieinaUy compiled to 
accompany the * Scots Musical Museum,' and now published separately, with 
Additional Notes and Illustrations. 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

PROFESSOR WILSON'S POEMS. 

Containing the *Isle of Palms,' the 'City of the Plague,' *Unimore,' and 
other Poems. Complete Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

POEMS AND SONGS. 

By DAVID WINQATE. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 58. 

"We are delighted to welcome into the brotherhood of real poets a countryman of Bums, and whose 
vene will go &ur to render the rougher Border Scottish a classic dialect Lo our uterature."— J^oAn BulL 



12 BOOKS PUBLISMED W 

r«*»on THE PHYSICAL ATLAS OF NATURAL PHENOMENA. 
Natural By ALEXANDER KEITH JOHNSTON, F.B.S.R, Ac., Geographer to the 

Soienoe. Queen for Scotland. A New and Enlarged Edition, conaistang of 85 Folio 

Platea, and 27 smaller ones, printed in Colours, with 135 pages of Letterpress, 
and Index. Imperial folio, half-bound morocco, £8, 8b. 
" A perfect treuure of oompreaed lnf9niiMioiL''-^<r Jolm B m n d u L 

THE PHYSICAL ATLAS. 

By ALEXANDER KEITH JOHNSTON, F.RaR, &c Reduced trom the 
Impetial Folio. This Edition contains Twenty-five Maps, including a Paleon- 
tological and Geological Map of the British Islands, with Descriptive Letter- 
press, and a very copious Index. In imperial 4to, half-bound moioeoo, 
£2, 12s. ed. 
"Sxecuted with remwkAble cure, and b u aoeante, and, for all educational pmnpowt, ■• TalnaUew <m 

tti« qplendid larg« work (by tbe laine author) which hai now a Buropean reputation."— fofacMe Sninm. 

A GEOLOGICAL MAP OF EUROPE, 

By Sib R I. MUBCHISON. D.C.L., F.R&, Ac, Director-General of tbe 
Geological Survey of Great Britain and Ireland; and JAMES NICOLi, 
F. R S. R . F. G. S. , Professor of Natural History in the University of Aberdeen. 
Constructed by Albxandkr Keith Johitston, F.RS.K. Ac. Four Sheets 
imperial, beautifully printed in Colours. In Sheets, £8, 3s. ; in a Cloth. Caae, 
4to, £3, 10s. 

GEOLOGICAL AND PALjEONTOLOGICAL MAP OF TUB 

BRITISH ISLANDS, including Tables of the Fossils of the different Epochs, 
Ac Ac, from the Sketches and Notes of Professor Sdwabd Fobbbs. With 
Illustrative and Explanatory Letterpress. 21s. 

GEOLOGICAL MAP OF SCOTLAND, 

By JAMES NICOL, F.RS.E., Ac., Professor of Katnial History in the Unt- 
versity of Aberdeen. With Explanatory Notes. The Topography by Albx- 
AKDBR Keith Johnston, F.RS.E., &c. Scale, 10 miles to an inch. In 
Cloth Case, 21s. 

INTRODUCTORY TEXT-BOOK OF PHYSICAL GEOGRAPHY. 
By DAVID PAGE, F.R^K, Ac. With Illustrations andaGIossarial Iiideac 
Crown 8vo, 2s. 

INTRODUCTORY TEXT-BOOK OF GEOLOGY. 

By DAVID PAGE, F.R.S.E., F.G.S. With Engravings on Wood and Olos> 

sarial Index. Fifth Edition, Is. 9d. 
" It has not often been our nod fortune to examine » text-book on Mienoe of wUeh we eoold « 
an opinion ao entirely fhrourable as we are enabled to do of Mr Page's liule work.**- 

ADVANCED TEXTBOOK OF GEOLOGY, 

Descriptive and Industrial. By DAVID PAGE, F.RS.E., F.G.& inth 
Engravings and Glossary of Scientific Terms. Third Edition, revised and 
enlaiged, 6s. 

" It is therefore with nnfUgned pleasure that we record our appreciation of his ' Advaneed Ttozt-Boek. 



Of0«olo87. 
excellent oomi 



We hare earefidly read this truly aattsfttetorj book, and do not hesitate to si^ that it is aa 

Mapendium of the great &cU of Geology, and written in a trathftil and pbilosd^hie qtizU.**— 

BdiMmrgh PfStuivfMoal JoumaL 

HANDBOOK OF GEOLOGICAL TERMS AND GEOLOGY, 
By DAVID PAGE, F.RaE., F.G.S. In crown 8vo, fis. 

THE PAST AND PRESENT LIFE OF THE GLOBE: 

Being a Sketch in Outline of the World's Life-System. By DAVID FAOK 
F.RS.E., F.G.S. Grown 8vo, 6s. With Fifty Illustrations, drawn and 
engraved expressly for this Work. 

"Mr Page, whose admirable text-b««hi of geology hare already secured him a podtien of Imporiaaoe is 
the sdentino world, will add considerably to his reputation by the present sketch, as he modestly tcnw 
it. of the LifMystem, or gradual evolution of the vitality of our globe. In no manual that we are »«»r« 
or have the Ihcu and phenomena of biology been presented in at once so qrstematic and suecinet a ffann, 
the successiTe manifestations of lifs on the earth set fbrth in so clear an order, or traoed so vividly fWna 
the earUestoraaninns deep-buried in its stratiiled crust, to tbe flunlUarfiumi that now adorn and ycipli 
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THE OEOLOOWAL EXAMIN^TOR: Wortami 

A Progressive Series of Qaestions adapted to the Introductory and Advanced Natural 
Tezt-fiooks of Geology. Prepazed to aBSist Teachers in framing their Exami- ScUnee. 
nations, and Students in testing their own Progress and Froflcienoy. By 
DAVID PAGE, F.B.&E., F.G.8. Second Edition, 6d. 

THE OEOLOOT OF PENNSYLVANIA: 

A Government Survey ; with a General View of the Geology of the United 
States, SssavB on the Goal-Formation and its Fossils, and a Description of 
the Coal-Fields of North America and Great Britain. By Professor HENB7 
DARWIN ROGERS, F.R.S., F.G.S., Professor of Natural History in the 
University of Glasgow. With Seven laige Maps, and numerous Illustrations 
engmved on Copper and on Wood. In 3 vols, royal ito, £8, Ss. 

SEA 'SIDE STUDIES AT ILFRACOMBE, TENBY, THE 

SCILLY ISLES, AND JERSEY. By GEORGE HENRY LEWES. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, with lUustiaUons, and a Glossanr of Technical Tenns, 
6s. 6d. 

PHYSIOLOGY OF COMMON LIFE, 

By GEORGE HENRY LEWES, Author of *Sea-slde Studies,' Ac lUns- 
trated with numerous Engravings, 2 vols., 12s. 

CHEMISTRY OF COMMON LIFE. 

By Professor J. F. W. JOHNSTON. A New Edition. Edited hy O. H. 
LEWES. With 113 Illustrations on Wood, and a Copious Index. 2 vols, 
crown 8vo, lis. 6d. 

NOMENCLATURE OF COLOURS, 

Applicable to the Arts and Natural Sciences, to Manufactures, and other 
Purposes of General UtiUty. By D. R. HAY, F.B.S.K 228 Examples of 
Colours, Hues, Tints, and Shades. 8vo, £3, Ss. 



NARRATIVE OF THE EARL OF ELGIN* S MISSION TO TraveU. 
CHINA AND JAPAN. By LAURENCE OLIPHANT, Private Secretary 
to Lord Elgin. Illustrated with numerous Engravings in Chromo-Lithogra- 
phy, Maps, and Engravings on Wood, fh)m Original Drawings and Photo- 
graphs. Second Edition. In 2 vols. 8vo, 21s 

*• Tlw TolniiMS In which Mr OUphant hM nlated than tnuuMctioiii will be read with the ■troocwt late- 
r«t now. Mid deMTT* to TCtaln a jwrmMMnt pUoo in the Uteniy and hlitortcml annali of our ttrnflk"- 



RUSSIAN SHORES OF THE BLACK SEA 

In the Autumn of 1852. With a Voyage down the Volga and a Tour through 
the Country of the Don Cossacks. By LAURENCE OLIPHANT, Esq. 
8vo, with Map and other Illustrations. Fourth Edition, 14s. 

EGYPT, THE SOUDAN, AND CENTRAL AFRICA: 

With Explorations from Khartoum on the White Nile to the Regions of the 
Equator. By JOHN PETHERICK, F. RG.&, Her Britannic M^Mty's Con- 
■lu for the Soudan. In 8vo. with a Map, 16b. 

NOTES ON NORTH AMERICA: 

Agricultural, Economical, and Social By PBofissor J. F. W. JOHNSTON. 
2 vols, post 8vo, 21s. 

"ProftHor Johnfton'i admlnble Hotel. . . . The very best manual for IntetligeDt emiffrants, whiln 
to the British agriculturiet and ceneral reader it oonveja a more cMBptete conception of the oondltion of 
tlieee proaperoiu region* than aU that has hitherto been written."- JKNmemuC 

A FAMILY TOUR ROUND THE COASTS OF SPAIN AND 
PORTUGAL during the Winter of 1860-1861. By La2>t DUNBAR, of North- 
field. In post 8vo, te. 



li BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 

(kographical THE ROYAL ATLAS OF MOJ)ERN OEOGRAPHT. 

Worki, In a Series of entirely Origmal and Authentic Maps. By A. KEITH 

JOHNSTON, F.RS.B., F.R.G.S., Author of the * Physical Atlas," &c. rith 
a complete Index of easy reference to each Map, comprising nearly ISO.OW 
Places contained in this .Atlas. Imperial folio, half-boimd in russia or mo- 
rocco, £5, 15s. 0d. (Dedicated by pennission to Her Mi^esty.) 
" No on« cm looktimmKh Mr Keith Johnston'^ iww AUm wttbout tedng (hat it is the bert whid h« 
eTW been pubUilMd in this oountiy "—The Timet. 

"Of themuur noble atluM pnpared by Mr Johnaton Mid imbliibed br Means Blackwood ft BoDi,thii 
Rojal AtlM will be (he most uaeAU to the public, and will deserve to be the mae« popular."— ^ttnunm. 
" We know no series of maps which we can more wannlr recommend. The accuracy, whercTcr ve km 
attempted to put it to the test, is really astoniahing.*-^atimiay Rmieia. 

" The culmination of all attempts to depict the fkce of the world appeals In the Rojal Atlo^ tka 
which It Is impossible to conceiTC anythins more perfec(."— Jfornin^ Herald. 

" This is, bCTond question, the moat splendid and luxurious, as well asUie moat uscfUl and oomptrte. 
of all ezl^ng atlaaes.''-Ottartfioii. 
" There has no(, we believe, been produced tar general public use a body of maps tqpaal in beauty sod 
mpleteness to the Royal Atlas Just issued by Mr A. K. Johnston."— £»tiiu'~ 



" An almost daily reibrence to, and comparison of it with others^ since the publication of the lint psri 
some two years ago until now, enables us to say. without the slightest hesitation, that this is by ftr the 
most complete and authentic atlas that has yet been issued."— Sootanon. 

" Beyond doubt the greatest geographical work of our time:"— JfttseiMk 

INDEX QEOORAPHICUS: 

Being an Index to nearly One Hundiied and Fifty Thousand Names of 
Places, Ac ; with their Latitudes and Lonoitxtdeb as given in Kbtb 
Johnston's * Boyal Atlas \ ' together with the Countries and Subdivi- 
sions OP THE Countries in which they are situated. In 1 voL large 8vo. 

[/ntAeiVew. 

A NEW MAP OF EUROPE, 

By A. KEITH JOHNSTON, F.B.S.K Size, 4 feet 2 inches by S feet 5 
inches. Cloth Case, 2is. 

ATLAS OF SCOTLAND, 

SI Maps of the Counties of Scotland, coloured. Bound in roan, price 10s. 6d. 
Each County may be had separately, in Cloth Case, Is. 

KEITH JOHNSTON'S SCHOOL ATLASES:— 

General and Descriptive Geoorapht, exhibiting the Actual and Com- 
parative Extent of all the Countries in the World, with their prwcut 
FoUtical Divisions. A New and Enlarged Edition. With a complete 
Index. 26 Maps. Half-bound, 128. 6d. 

Physical Oeooraphy, illustrating, in a Series of Original Designs, tbe 
Elementary Facts of Geology, Hydrology, Meteorolo^, and Nataw 
History. A New and Enlarged Edition. 19 Maps, including coloor^ 
Geological Maps of Europe and of the British Isles. Half-bound, 128. 6a. 

Classical Geography, comprising, in Twenty Plates, Maps and Fbnf o{ 
all the important Countries and Localities referred to 1^ Classical 
Authors ; accompanied by a pronouncing Index of Places, by T. Habvbt* 
M. A. Ozon. A New and Bevised Edition. Half-bound, 12s. 6d. 

Astronomy. Edited by J. R Hind, Esq., F.R.A.S., Ac. Notes and 
Descriptive Letterpress to each Plate, embodying all recent Discovenw 
in Astronomy. 18 Maps. Half-bound, 12s. 6d. 

Elementary School Atlas op General and Descriptive Geoobapht 
for the Use of Junior Classes. A New and Cheaper Edition. 20 M*P«i 
including a Map of Canaan and Palestine. Half-bound, 5s. 

" Thm are as superior to all School Atlases within our knowledge, as were the larger works of ttM an* 
Author in adranoe of those that preceded them."— JPdvealiofuU Tvmee. 

" Decidedly the best School Atlases we have ever seen."— f fi^Ush Journal of XdueaUm. 

" The best, the AiUest. the most accurate and recent, as weU as artistically the mort beaatiftal ttlsi tkst 
can be put hito the schoolboy's handa''-Jrtweum, AprU 1868. 

A MANUAL OF MODERN GEOORAPHT: 

Mathematical, Physical, and Political. Embracing a complete Development 
of the River-Systems of the Globe. By the Bev. ALEX. MACKAT, F.B.Q°> 
With Index. 7s. 6d., bound in leather. 
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THE BOOK OF THE FARM. AgrieiiUure 

Detailing the Labours of the Fanner, Farm-Stewaid, Honghman, Shepherd, ««<* Rural 
Hedger, Cattle-man, Field-worker, and Dairymaid, and forminea safe Monitor Affairs. 
for Students in Practical Agriculture. By HENRY STEPHENS, F.R.S.E. 
2 vols, royal 8vo, £3, handsomely hound in cloth, with upwards of 600 
Illustrations. 
*' The bcrt laottk I lun «rer m«i with.'*— i* ro / wtor Jokiuton. 

" We hare thoroughlr examined theee'Tolumee ; but to ilTe a ftill notice of fheir rarled and raluable 

contents would occupy a larger ipaee than we can conTenlently derote to their diacuidon ; we therefore. 

in general termi, commend them to the careftil etudy of every young man who wlihea to become a good 

practical fturmer."— 7Vm«. 

" One of the oompletert vcfks on agriealtwe of which oar Uteratore eaa boart."— ^0r(cHlt«ral OomMi. 



THE BOOK OF FARM IMPLEMENTS AND MACHINES. 
By JAMES SLIGHT and R. SCOTT BURN. Edited by Henry Stephens, 
F.R.S.K Illustrated with 876 Engravings. Royal 8to, uniform with the 
* Book of the Farm/ half-bound, £2, 2s. 

THE BOOK OF FARM BUILDINGS: 

Their Arrangement and Construction. By HENRY STEPHENS, F.R.S.E., 
and R. SCOTT BURN. Royal 8vo, with 1045 lUustrations. Uniform with 
the ' Book of the Farm.' Half-bound, £1, lis. 6d. 

THE BOOK OF THE GARDEN. 

By CHARLES M'INTOSH. In 2 laige vols, royal Syo, embellished with 
13d3 Engravings. 

Each Volume may "be had 9epa/raUly—vis.: 
I. Architectural and Ornamental.— On the Formation of Gardens — 
Construction, Heating, and Ventilation of Fruit and Plant Houses, 
Pits, Frames, and other Garden Structures, with Practical Details. 
Illustrated by 1073 Engravings, pp. 766. £2, 10s. 

II. Practical Gardening.— Directions for the Culture of the Kitchen 
Garden, the Hardy-fruit Garden, the Forcing Garden, and Flower 
Garden, including Fruit and Plant Houses, with Select Lists of Vege- 
tables, Fruits, and Plants. Pp. 868, with 270 Engravings. £1, 17a. 6d. 
" We «Bel Juitifled in reeommendlng Mr M'Intodi'i two exoeUenI Toluraei to the noMce of the pubUe." 
-Qarduunf CAnrnMn 

PRACTICAL SYSTEM OF FARM BOOK-KEEPING: 

Being that recommended in the ' Book of the Farm ' by H. Stephens. Ro^ 
8vo, 2s. 6d. Also, Seven Folio Account-Books, printed and ruled in 
accordance with the System, the whole being speciallv adapted for keeping; 
by an easy and accurate metiiod, an account of all the transactions of the 
Yaxm. A detailed Prospectus may bo had fh>m the Publishers. Price of 
the complete set of Eight Books, £1, 4s. 6d. Also, A Labour Account or 
the Estate, 2s. 6d. 

" We hare no heeitation in mylng that, of the many mtemi of keepinc fkrm accounts which are now in 
vogue, there ie not one which will bear oomparlaon with tliia"— JBett'e Mtttmum'. 



AINSLIE'S TREATISE ON LAND-SURVEYING. 

A New and Enlarged Edition. Edited by William Galbraith, M.A., 
F.R. A.S. 1 vol. 8vo, with a Volume of Plates in Quarto, 21s. 

"The beat bo(A on nurrning with which X am acquainted."— W. RuTHamvcow, LLD., F.B.AJL, SoycU 

THE FORESTER: 

A Practical Treatise on the Plantlnff, Rearing, and Management of Forest 
Trees. By JAMES BROWN, Wood Manat^r to the Earl of Seafleld. Third 
Edition, greatly enlarged, with numerous Engravings on Wood. Royal 8vo, 
8lB. 6d. 

*• Beyond all doubl thii is the bert work on the subject of Voreetry extant "-Oonfaiwrf' JcwnuA. 

" The most useftil guide to good arborieultnre in tlie Boglish language.'*— gonlsmrs* Ckmiick, 
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AgrUnatun HANDBOOK OF THE MECHANICAL ARTS, 
and Rural Concerned in the Constiuction and Arrangement of Dwellings and otlier 

Affain. Buildings; Including Carpentry, Smith-work, Iron-finuning, Brick-nuUdn^ 

Columns, Cements, Well-smking, Enclosing of Land, Boad-makiiig; iK, By 
R. SCOTT BURN. Grown 8vo, with fi04 Engravings on Wood, te. 6d. 

PROFESSOR JOHNSTON'S WORKS:-^ 

ExPEBiHENTAL AoBicDLTURB. Beiuff the Besults of ^ast, snd Bnggestiaiis 

for Future, Experiments in Sdentiflc and Praetieal Agrienlture. 8b. 
BUSMKNT9 OF AoBicuLTUSAi. Chkkistbt ASP Qeoloot. Eighth Editioii, 

6s. 6d. 
A Catechism of Aobicultubal Chxmistbt asd GsoiiOOT. Fifty-serenth 

Edition. Edited by Dr Voblcxeb. Is. 
On ths Use of Lime iv Agbicultube. 6s. 
Instbuctioks fob the Analysis of Soxle, Fourth Edition, 28, 

THE RELATIVE VALUE OF ROUND AND SAWN TIMBER, 
Shown by means of Tables and Diagrams. By JAMES BAIT, Land-Steward 
at Castle-Forbes. Royal Syo, 8s. half-bound. 

THE YEAR-BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL FACTS. 

1859 and 186a Edited by R Score Bubn. Fcapi 8ro, 5s. each. 1861 and 
1862, 4s. each. 

ELKINOTONS SYSTEM OF DRAINING: 

A Systematic Treatise on the Theory and Practice of Draining Land, adapted 
to the various Situations and Soils of England and Scotland, drawn up ^m 
the Communications of Joseph Elkington, by J. Johnstone. 4to, lOa. 6d. 

JOURNAL OF AGRICULTURE, AND TRANSACTION'S OF 

TEE HIGHLAND AND AGRICULTURAL SOCIETY OF SCOTLAND. 
Old Sebibs, 1828 to 164S, 21 vols. . . . £S 8 
New Sebies, 1843 to 1851, 8 vols. ... 220 

THE RURAL ECONOMY OF ENGLAND, SCOTLAND, AND 
IRELAND. By LEONCE DE LAVERGNE. Translated from the French. 
With Notes by a Scottish Fanner. In 8vo, 12s. 
" On« ofUie bMt works oatlM philoaophy of agrleoltura and of ifrieidtanl political MonomF Uuik lu« 

ftpiMared."— i8!pMta(or. 

DAIRY MANAGEMENT AND FEEDING OF MILCH COWS: 

Being the recorded Experience of Ujm AGNES SCOTT, Winkfiton* Peebles. 
Second Edition. Fcap., Is. 

ITALIAN IRRIGATION: 

A Report addressed to the Hon. the Court of Directors of the East India 
Company, on the Agricultural Canals of Piedmont and Lombaidy ; with a 
Sketch of the Irrigation System of Northern and Central India. By Iaextt.- 
Col. BAIRD SMITH, C.B. Second Edition. 2 voLi. 8vo, with Atlas in 
folio, 80s. 

THE ARCHITECTURE OF THE FARM: 

A Series of Designs for Farm Houses, Farm Steadings, Factors* Houses^ and 
Cottages. By JOHN STARFORTH, Architect. Sixty-two Engravings. la 
medium 4to, £2, 2s. 

" On* of the mort uieftil and beautiftil additioiu to Mom BlMkwoodt 9xkndf9 mi Talnabto lilmiy 
of asriciUtunl Mid runl tcooomj."— Morning PotL 

THE YESTER DEEP LAND-CULTURE: 

Being a Detailed Account of the Method of Cultivation which has been sac- 
cessfuUy practised for several years by the Marquess of Tweeddale at Tester. 
By HENRY STEPHENS, Esq., F.R.S.K, Authoi: of tbo ' Book of the Farm.' 
In small 8vo» with Engravings on Wood» 4b. Od. 
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A MANUAL OF PRACTICAL DRAINING, AgricuUure 

By HENRY STEPHENS, F.R.S.B., Author of the 'Book of the Farm.' and Rural 
Third Edition, 8vo, 6s. Affairs. 

A CATECHISM OF PRACTICAL AGRICULTURE. 

By HENRY STEPHENS, P.B.S.K, Author of the * Book of the Farm,' Ac. 
In cro¥m 8vo, with Illustrations, Is. 

BANDY BOOK ON PROPERTY LAW, 

By Lord ST LEONARDS. The Seventh Edition. To which is now added 
a Letter on the New Laws for obtaining an Indefeasible Title. With a Por- 
trait of the Author, engraved by Holl. 8b. 6d. 

"Leu than aoo p«e«i MTT* to arm uiwlth the ordinarjr tmcaatioiu to which w« dioiild attand in aell. 
ing, buTing, mortcMing, leasing, aettling, and derising eaUtoiL We are informed of our reUtions to our 
property, to our viTes and cliildren, and of our liability aa tnuteea or ezecuton, in a little book ibr the 
million,— a book which the author tenden to the profaiuim. vtUJi/tti aa eren capa3i>le of * beguiling a fcw 
houn in a railway carriage.' "—Ttmtt. 

THE PLANTERS GUIDE. 

By Sir HENRY STEUART. A New Edition, with the Author's last Additions 
and Corrections. 8vo, with Engravings, 21s. 

STABLE ECONOMY; 

A Treatise on the Management of Horses. By JOHN STEWART, Y.a 
Seventh Edition, 68. 6d. 
"Will alwajra maintain ita podtJon aa a atandard work upon the management of lioraaa."—jrarfc Xrane 



ADVICE TO PURCHASERS OF HORSES. 
By JOHN STEWART, V.S. 18mo, plates, 2s. Cd. 

A PRACTICAL TREATISE ON THE CULTIVATION OF THE 
GRAPE FINE. By WILLIAM THOMSON, Gardener to His Qrace the 
Duke of Buccleuch, Dalkeith Park. Third Edition. Svo, 58. 

" When book! on gardening are written thua eonacientioualy, they are alike honourable to tMr author 
and valuable to the public."— Lindfav'a Oardmerf' ChronteU. 

" Want of niace prerenta ui giring extraeta, and we must therefbre conclude by laTlng, that aa the 
author is one of the very best grape^prowen of tlie day, tliis book may be stated aa being the keir to his 
BuceeaBftil practice, and as such we can with conHdence recommend it aa indispensable to all who wish 
to excel in the culttration of the Tine^"— Z1k« FtorM and PomolivM. 

THE CHEMISTRY OF VEGETABLE AND ANIMAL PHYSI- 
OLOGY. By Dr J. G. MULDER, Professor of Chemistry in the University 
of Utrecht With an Introduction and Notes by Professor Jobnston. 23 
Plates. Svo, 808. 

THE MOOR AND THE LOCH. 

Containing Minute Instructions in all Highland Sports, with Wanderings 
over Crag and Correi, Flood and FeU. By JOHN COLQUHOUN, Esq. 
Third Edition. 8vo, with Illustrations, 12s. 6d. 

SALMON-CASTS AND STRA Y SHOTS : 

Being Fly-Leaves firom the Note-Book of JOHN COLQUHOUN. Esq., 
Author of * The Moor and the Loch,' dtc Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 58. 

COQUET-DALB FISHING SONGS. 

Now first collected by; a North-Country Angler^ iriXk the Mtislo of the Airs. 
Svo, 58. 

THE ANGLERS COMPANION TO THE RIVERS AND LOCHS 

OF SCOTLAND. By T. T. 8T0DDART. With Map of the Fishing Streams 
and Lakes of Scotland. Second Edition. Crown Svo, 7s. 0d. 

" Indispensable in all time to oom«. aa the very strength and grace of an anglerli tackle am 
tn Seotlaod, must and will be Sronnanr^ Anoua'a ^nvairiaiL''— Aoefeweod** M ug u ri nt. 
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DivinUy. RELIGION^ IN COMMON LIFE: 

A Sennon preached in Cratliie Church, October 14, 1855, before Her Mi^estj 
the Qaeen and Prince Albert By the Rev. JOHN CAIRD. D.D. Pablished 
by Her Mi^esty's Command. Bound in cloth, 8d. Cheap JSdition, Sd. 

SERMONS, 

Bv the Bxv. JOHN CAIRD, D.D., Professor of Divinity in the Univeisity of 
Glasgow, and one of Her Majesty's Chaplains for Scotland. In crown 8vo, S& 
This Edition includes the Sermon on * Religion in Common Ijife,' pz«achei 
in Crathie Church, Oct 1855, befbre Her Majesty the Qneen and the late 
Prince Consort 

'*Tli«T are noble aermons; and we are not rare but that, with the coltlTated reader, Chfljr wfU gua 
rather than lose by being read, not heard. There ii a thoughtAilnev and depth about tbem vhid eaa 
hardly be appreciated, unlets when they are itudled at lelaure ; and there are ao many aenteneaa m Mkx- 
tousljr espreaed that we ehould grudge being hurried awaj from them h7 » rapid qpeakar, wittoB* bciw 
allowed to eqjoj them a leeond ttme.^'— /rater** MagofinL 

THE BOOK OF JOB. 

By the late Rev. GEORGE CROLY, LL.D., Rector of St Stephen's, Walbnok. 
With a Memoir of the Author by his Son. Fcap. 8vo, 48 

LECTURES IN DIVINITY. 

By the hite Rev. GEORGE HILL, D.D., Principal of St Maiy'a CoHege, St 
Andrews. Stereotyped Edition. 8vo, 14s. 

"I am not lure if I can recommend a more complete manual of DiTinity-"— 2>r Ctafaura. 

TEE MOTHERS LEGACIE TO HER UN BORNE CHILDE. 
By Mas ELIZABETH JOCELINE. Edited by the Very Bev. Principal 
Leb. S2mo, 4s. 6d. 

"This beaatiftd and touching legacie."— jiMaunim. 

" A deUghtfkd monument of the pietr and high feeling of a truly noble mother."— Jronttfn^ Admttimt. 

ANALYSIS AND CRITICAL INTERPRETATION OF THB 

HEBREW TEXT OF THE BOOK OP GENESIS. Preceded by a Hcbitsir 
Grammar, and Dissertations on the Genuineness of the Pentatencli, and on 
the Structure of the Hebrew Language. By the Bsy. WILLIAJI PAUL, 
A.M. 8V0, 18s. 

PRAYERS FOR SOCIAL AND FAMILY WORSHIP, 

Prepared by a Committee of the General Assembly of the Chusch of 
Scotland, and specially designed for the use of Soldiers, Sailors, Colonists, 
Sojourners in India, and other Persons, at Home or Abroad, who are depriTMi 
of the Ordinary Services of a Christian Ministry. PubliOied hy AtMnnHty of 
the CommUtee. Third Edition. In crown 8vo, bound in cloth, 48. 

PRAYERS FOR SOCIAL AND FAMILY WORSHIP. 

Being a Cheap Edition of the above. Fcap. 8vo, Is. 6d. 

THE CHRISTIAN LIFE, 

In its Origin, Progress, and Perfection. By the Vert Rev. B. B. RAMSAY, 
LL.D., F.R.S.K, Dean of the Diocese of Edinburgh. Crown 8vo, Os. 

THEISM: THE WITNESS OF REASON AND NATURE TO 

AN ALL-WISE AND BENEFICENT CREATOR. By the Rev. JOHN 
TULLOCH, D.D., Principal and Professor of Theology. St Mary's College, St 
Andrews ; and one of Her Mi^esty's Chaplains ^ Ordinary in Scotland. In 
IvoLSvo, 108.6d. 

ON THE ORIGIN AND eONNECTION OF THE GOSPELS 

OF MA TTHEW, MARK, AND LUKE ; With Synopsis of Parallel Passases, 
and Critical Notes. By JAMES SMITH. Esq. of Jordanhill, F.R.S., Author 
of the * Voyage and Shipwreck of St PauL' Medium 8vo, 168. 
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INSTITUTES OF METAPHTSIC: THE THEORY OF KNOW- Metapkyties. 

ING AND BEING. By JAMES F. FERRIER, A.B. Ozon., Professor of 

Moral Philosophy and Political Economy, St Andrews. Second Edition. 

Crown 8vo, lOs. 6d. 

" W« hxn no doubt, howerw, that th* mbtlHr uid depth of m«toph7>ical gaidiu which hJi work be- 

tn7a,itinu«dlq>lajrorri8or0ttiand comiitent WMontngi, «nd the inimitable prediiop Mid bwwty of tte 

etyle on almost ereij pace, moit secure fbr it a dlrtingntined place in the hiatonr of philoaophical diacu» 

LECTURES ON METAPHYSICS. 

By Sir WILLIAM HAMILTON. Bart., Professor of Logic and Metaphysics 
in the University of Edinburgh. Edited by the Rev. H. L. Mansel, B.D., 
LL.D., Waynflete Professor of Moral and Metaphysical Philosophy, Oxford : 
and JoHK VEiTCH, M.A., Professor of Logic, Rhetoric, and Metaphysics, St 
Andrews. Second Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, 24s. 

LECTURES ON LOGIC 

By Sib WILLIAM HAMILTON, Bart Edited by Professors Maksbl and 
Veitch. In 2 vols., 248. 

THORNDALE; OR, THE CONFLICT OF OPINIONS. 

By WILLIAM SMITH, Author of ' A Discourse on Ethics,' Ac. Second Edi- 
tion. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d. 



" The iubjeeu treated ot and the style— alwajre chaste and beautlftil, often attractlTely grand— In vhieh 
lothed. will not Ml to secure the attention of the class flnr whom the work is avowedly written. 
It deab with many of thoie hisbar forms of qMcolatfam charr«teristloof the eultlTatod minds of 



GRAVENHURST; OR, THOUGHTS ON GOOD AND EVIL. 

By WILLIAM SMITH, Author of ' Thomdale,' Ac. In crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

" One of these rare books which, being flUed with noUe and beautiful tbooghti^ desorsi an attenttTe 
and thoughtftil penisaL"— WutmiiuiUr Rniew. 

A DISCOURSE ON ETHICS OF THE SCHOOL OF PALEY. 
By WILLIAM. SMITH, Author of * Thomdale.' 8vo, 48. 

ON THE INFLUENCE EXERTED BY THE MIND OVER 

THE BODYy in the Production and Removal of Morbid and Anomalous 
Conditions of the Animal Economy. By JOHN GLEN, M.A. Crown 8to, 
2s. 6d. 

DESCARTES ON THE METHOD OF RIGHTLY CONDUCT- 
ING THE REASON, and Seeking Truth in the Sciences. Translated fh>m 
the French. 12mo, 2s. 

DESCARTES* MEDITA TIONS, AND SELECTIONS FROM HIS 

PRINCIPLES OF PHILOSOPHY. Translated firom the Latin. 12mo, Ss. 
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CAPTAIN SPEEE*8 J0T7BNAL 

OP 

THE DISOOTEEY OP THE SOTJEOE OP THE HILE. 

In One Volume Octavo. 
With numeiona Illustrations, chiefly from Drawings by Captain Grant. 

OAXTONIANA: 

A SERIES OF ESSAYS ON LIFE, LITERATURE, AND MANNERS. 

By the Author of * The Caxton Family.' 
In Two Volumes Post Octavo, price 2l8. 

^n lUnstrateb €tixiian at 
PROFESSOR ATTOUN'S 

LAYS OF THE SOOTTISH OAVALIEES. 

FROM DESIGNS BY JOSEPH NOEL PATON, R.S.A. 

Engraved on Wood bvMessrs John Thompson, W. J. Linton, Thomas, Dalziels, 
Whymper, Cooper, Green, Evans, &c 

Small Quarto, price 21s. 



THEEE MONTHS IS THE SOUTHEEN STATES. 

APRIL- JULY 1863. 
By LIEXJT.-COL. PRElIAimiE. 

In One Volume Post Octavo, with Portraits. 



THE PHILOSOPHY OP GEOLOGY. 

REVIEW OP THE AIM, SCOPE, AND CHARACTER OF GEOLOGICAL INQUIRY. 

By DAVID PAGE, P.B.S.E., F.G.S., &c. 



